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Spoken by Ma. Fawenr. 


Enter, driving a boy acroſs the flage. 


Away! *Sblood ! Run for the author ! We can do nothing 
till he appears. | 
Tell him in leſs than five minutes we ſhall have the houſe about 


our cars! | 
| To the audience. 
Oh firs! The prompter has miſlaid the prologue, and we are all 
a mort. if 
I re our friends above yonder will ſoon be making pretty 
port ! 
For pity's ſake, ſuffer us to go on without it Good, dear firs, do! 
"Twas moſt abominably dull Zounds ! There ſtands the writer. 
Well! It's very true, 


One of our te tum ti heroes was to have ſpoken it, who meaſure 


out nonſenſe by the yard; 

And our chief hope was you'd make too much noiſe for it to be 
heard. 

The author had mounted on the ſtilts of oratory and elocution: 

Not but he had a ſmart touch or two, about Poland, France, and 
the the revolution ; ; 

Telling us that Frenchman, and Poliſhman, and every man is our 
brother: | 

And that all men, ay, even poor. negro men, have a right to be 
free; one as well ag another! 

Freedom at length, ſad lie, like a torrent is ſpreading and ſwell- 

ing, | } 

To God bois pride and reach the moſt miſgyable dwelling : 

To eaſe, happineſs, art, ſcience, wit, and genius to giye birth; 

Ay, to fertilize à world, and renovate old earth! 


Thus he went on, not mentioning a word about the play; 
For he ſays prologues are blots, which ought to be wiped away: 
A gothic practice, and, in ſpite of precedent, not the better for 

being old; DES, 
For, if we tell any part of the plot, it then becomes a tale twiee 

told ; Fit 
And ſuch twice telling can rarely once excite our wonder: 
Ergo, he that ſays nothing is leaſt likely to blunder, 


Since therefore prologues are bad things at beſt, pray, my good 


friends, 
Never mind the want of one, but live in hopes the play will make 


DRAMATIS PERSON. 


Mr. Dornton 


— Mr. MunDtn. 
Harry Dornton — Mr. Holux. 
Mr. Sulky — Mr. Wit s0x. 
Mr. Silky — Mr. Quick. 
Goldfinch — Mr. Lewis. 
Mr. Milford — Mr. HAR TE. 
Mr. Smith — Mr. PowzELL. 

Hoſier | — Mr. Mac Cx EA PD. 
/ Sheriff's Officer — Mr. TrHomesoNn. 

Jacob — — Mr.Rtxs. 
Waiter, 
Clerks. 
Servants. 
Poſtillions. 
Tradeſmen. 


Tennis Markers, &c. 


Mrs. Warren — Mrs. Marrocks. 
Sophia — — Mrs, Mrxxrv. 
Jenny — — Mrs. HarLows. 
Mrs. Ledger — Mrs, PoWELL. 
Milliner. 

Manteau-maker. 
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SCENE, London. Time not twenty-four hours. , 


N. B. The paſſages marked with double commas are omitted 
in repreſentation. | 
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SCENE I. The Hye ef Donx rox. 


Mr. Dokxrox alone. 


AST two o'clock and not yet returned ! 
P —Well, well wt s my own fault Mr. 
1 


mith ! 
Enter My. SMITH, 


Mr. Smith. Sir; 
| Dornton. 1s Mr. Sulky come in ? 
Mr. Smith. No, fir. 


Dornton. Are you ſure Harry Dos ſaid he 
ſhould return to-night? + | 


Mr. Smith. Yes, fir. - | 
Dorman, Av: you don't know | where he is 


Sone? 10 55 
B du. Smith 


= — 
—— 
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Mr. Smith. He did not tell me, fir. 
Dornton. [ Angrily] J aſk if you know 
Mr. S$;nith. 1 believe to Newmarket, fir. 
Dornton. You always believe the worſt !—T'l! 
ſit up no longer Tell the ſervants to go to bed 
And do you hear, ſhould he apply to you for 
money, don't let him have a guinea. - 
Mr. Smith, Very well, fir. 
Dornon. 1 have done with him ; he is hence- 
forth no ſon of mine] Let him ſtarve ! 
p « Smith, He acts very improperly, fir, in- 
ee 
Dornton. Improperly! How ? What does he 
do ? [ Alarmed. 
Mr. Smith. Sir ! 
Dornton. Have you heard any thing of — ? 
Mr. Smith. | Confuſed] No—No, fir—Nothing 
—Nothing but what you yourſelf tell me. 
Dornton. Then how do you know he has acted 
improperly ? 
Mr. Smith. He is certainly a very good-hearted 
young gentleman, fir, 
Dornton. Good-hearted |! ons. dare you make 
ſuch an aſſertion? - 
Mr. Smith. Sir! 
Dornton. How dare you, Mr. Smith, inſult me 
ſo? Is not his gaming notorious; his racing, 
driving, riding, and aſſociating with knaves, fools, 
debauchees, and black legs ? | 3 
Mr. Smith. Upon my word, fir—I— 
Dornton. But it's over! His name has this very 


day been ſtruck out of the firm! Let his drafts be 


returned. It's all ended! [Paffionately] And, ob- 
ſerve, not a guinea! 'If you lend him any your- 
ſelf I'll not pay you. I'll no longer be a fond 
doting father! Therefore take warning !' Take 


warning, I ſay! Be his diſtreſs what it will, not a 


guinca |! 


- 


Vol 
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guinea! Though you ſhould hereafter ſee him 
begging, ſtarving in the ſtreets, not ſo much as 
the loan or the gift of a ſingle gunea! 
| [Vith great paſſion. 
Mr. Smith. I ſhall be careful to obſerve your 
orders, fir. | | | 
Dornton. Sir! [ Terror] Why, would you fee him 
ſtarve ? Would you ſee him ſtarve and not lend 
him a guinea? Would you, fir? Would you? 
Mr. Smith. Sir !—Certainly not, except in obe- 
dience to your orders ! | 
Dornton. ¶ Amazement and compaſſion] And could 
any orders juſtify your ſeeing a poor unfortunate 
youth, rejected by his father, abandoned by his 
friends, ſtarving to death ? 125 | 
Mr. Smith. There is no danger of that, fir. 
Dornton, I tell you the thing ſhall happen ! 
He ſhall ſtarve to death! [ Horror at the ſuppoſuion | 
I'll never look on him more as a ſon of mine; 
and I am very certain, when I have forſaken him, 
all the world will forſake him too. f Abnoft in 
tears.) Yes, yes! He is born to be a poor 
wretched outcaſt ! „ 
Mr. Smith. I hope, fir, he ſtill will make a fine 
man. | 
Dornton, Will ? —There is not a finer, hand- 
ſomer, nobler looking youth in the kingdom; no 
JJ... CE 
Mr. Smith. I mean'a worthy good man, fir. 
Dernton. How can you mean any ſuch thing? 
The company he keeps would corrupt a faint. 
Mr. Smith. Sir, if you will only tell me what 
your pleaſure is, I will endeavour to act like a 
faithful ſervant. Me Lt 
Dernton. I know you are a faithful ſervant, Mr. 


Smith.—f Takes his Band] I know you are But 


you Lou are not a father. ; 
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Enter Mx. SULXY, and Mr. SM1TH goes off. 


Dornton. Well, Mr. Sulky, have you heard ow 
thing of him ? 

Sulky. Yes. 

R And, hay—? [ Exceſſively impatient] 
Any thing conſoling, any thing good ? 

Sulky, No. 

Dornton. No ?—No, ſay you !—Where is he? 
What is he about? 

Sulky, I don't know. 

Dornton. Don't—? You love to torture me, 
ſir! You love to torture me. 

Sulky. Humph. 

Dornton. For heaven's ſake tell me what you 


have heard 


Sully. I love to torture you. 

Dornton. Put me out of my pain! If you are 
not a tiger, put me out of my pain! 

Sulky. [ Reluctantiy drawing a newſpaper out of bis 
pocket.) There; read! 

Dornton. Dead ! 

Sulky. Worſe. | 

Dornton. Mercy defend me (Where ? What? 

Sulky. The firſt paragraph in the poſtſcript : the 
beginning line in capitals. | 

Dornton, | Read:] The junior partner of the 

great banking houſe, not a mile from the Poſt- 
office, has again been touched at Newmarket, 
for upward of ren thouſand pounds' —{ Pauſe] 
It can't be! 

Sulky. Humph. 

Dornton. Why, can it? 

Sulky. Yes. | 

Dornton, How do you know? What proof have 
you that this is not a lie? 


6 g | NON Sulky. 


* 
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Sulky. His own hand-writing. 

Dornton. How ! 

.Sulky. Bills at three days ſight to the full amount 
have already been preſented.” 

Dornton. And accepted ? 

Sulky. Yes. 

Dornton. But !—Why wert you mad, Mr. 
Sulky? Were you mad? 

Sulky. I ſoon ſhall be. 

Dornton. Is not his name ſtruck off the firm ? 

Sulky. They were dated two days before. 

Dornton. The credit of my begins to 
totter! 

Sulky, Well it may! 

Dornton. What the effect of ſuch a 8 
may be I cannot tell! 

Silky, can Ruin. 

Dornton. Are you ſerious, fir ? 

Sulky. I am not inclined to laugh—A run 
againſt the houſe, ſtoppage, diſgrace, bankruptcy. 

Dornton. Really, Mr. Sulky, you 

Sully. Yes, I know I offend. I was bred in 
your houſe, you uſed me tenderly, I ſerved you 
faithfully, and you admitted me a partner. Don't 
think I care for myſelf. No. I can fit at the deſk 
again. But you! You! Firſt man of the firſt 
commercial city on earth, your name in the 
Gazette? Were it mine only I would laugh at it. 
What am I ? Who cares for me? 

Dornton. Where is the vile——?” 

Sully. Who can tell? With his lords and his 
cc ladies, his court friends and his Newmarket 
friends, his women of wit and his men of ſoul, 
« his blue ſtockings and his black legs!“ 

. Dornton [ Calling] Mr. Smith ! — Thomas | — 
William! 


Euter | 
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| Enter Mr. Su tr n. 


Call all the ſervants together, Mr. Smith; 
clerks, footmen, maids, every ſoul! Tell them 
14 their young maſter is a ſcoundrel! 

14 Mr. Smith. Very well, ſir. | 
If Dornton. Sir ?—| His anger recurring] Bid them 


! | ſhut the door in his face! I'll turn the firſt away 
| that lets him ſet foot in this houſe ever again ! 
14 Mr. Smith. Very well, ſir. R 1 

1 Dornton. Very well, fir * Danin your very well, 


fir! I tell you it is not very well, fir, He ſhall ſtarve, 

| die, rot in the ſtreet ! Is that very well, fir * 
iy Sully. Has a noble heart. A fond father's heart. 
1 | The boy was a fine youth But he ſpoiled him 
and now he quarrels with himſelf and all the 
| world, becauſe he hates his own folly. [Difant 
| knocking heard at the ftreet-door. | So! Here is the 
youth returned. [ Knocking again. 


——— —— _ - ͥ —— — 
= . 


Enter Mr. Doxxrox, followed by Servants. . 


't | Dernton. Don't ſtir ! On your lives, don't go to 
1 the door? Are che bolts and locks all faſtened 2 
1 Servants. All, fir. uo king. 
i Dornton. Don't mind his knocking | Go to bed 
if every foul of you inſtantly, and fall faſt afleep |— 
- He ſhall ſtarve in the ſtreets ! | Knocking again] 
Fetch me my blunderbuſs ! Make hafte ! [ Exeunt, 


| Scene changes to the Street before the Door. 
ö 
| 


Harry Dok x rox, MiLForp, and Poſtillions. 
 Poſtillion. We (ſmoked along, your honour | 

Harry. | Knocks. ] I know you did, Had you 
been leſs free with your whip you would have been 

| half 
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half a crown ' richer. Your next ſtep ſhould be 

ro turn drummers, and handle the cat o' nine 

tails. 

Poſtillion. It 1s very late, your honour! 
Harry. Be gone! I'll give you no more. [Knocks] 

Exeunt Paſtillions. 
| Dornton. ¶ Throwing up the ſaſh and preſenting the 
 BHlunderbuſs, Mr. Sulky behind, | Knock again, you 
ſcoundrel, and you ſhall have the full contents 

Joaded to the muzzle, raſcal ! 

Harry. So! [ ſuſpe&ted dad was in his tantarums. 
Milford. You have given him ſome cauſe. 
Harry. Very true. | To bis father] Conſider, my 

dear fir, the conſequences of lying out all night ! 

| Dernton. Be gone, villain! 

Harry. Bad women, fir ; damps, night air! 
Dornton. Will you be gone? 

Harry. Watch houſes, pick- pockets, cut · throats! 
F Sulky. Come, come, WSN down the win- 

ow | 

Milford. We ſhall not get in. 

Harry. Pſhaw ! How little do you know of my 
father! The door will open in leſs than fifteen 
ſeconds. 

Milford. Done, * a hundred 1 

Harry. Done, done! [ They take out their watches 
and the door opens] I knew you were had; double 
or quits we find the cloth laid and ſupper on the 
cable... | 

Milford. No, it won't do. [ Exeunt into the houſe. 


Scene changes to the former Apartment. 
Euter HARRY DornToN, M1LFORD, and Footman. 


Footman. My old maſter is in a bitter paſſion, fir. 
n I kno wit. 
| Footman. 


—ͤ—ñ— — = - ——_— ¼U —— —— — — 
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Foctman. He is gone down to turn the ſervant 
out of doors that let you in. 

Harry. Is he? Then go you and let your fellow- 
ſervant in again. 

Footmar. I dare not, fir. 

Harry. Then J muſt. [ Extt. 

 Footman, He enquired who was with wt young 
maſter. | 

Milford. Well ! 

Footman. And when he heard it was you, fir, he 
was ten times more furious. [ Exit Footman. 


Re enter HARRY Dog N To Y. 


Harry. All's well that ends well. This has Jes 
a curſed loſing voyage, Milford! 

Milford. 1 am a hundred and fifty in. 

Harry. And Iten thouſand out! 

Milford. 1 believe I had better avoid your father 
for the preſent, 

Harry. I think you had. Dad conſiders you as 
my tempter, the cauſe of my ruin. 

Milford. And ] being in his debt, he conceives 
he may treat me without ceremony. 

Harry. Nay, damn it, Jack, do him juſtice! It 
is not the money you had of him, but the ill advice 
he imputes to you that galls him. 

Milford. I hear he threatens to arreſt me. 

Herry. Yes! He has threatened to ſtrike my 

name out of the firm, and diſinherit me, a thou- 
land times! 


Milford. Oh, but he has been very ſerious i in 


menacing me. 


Harry. And me too. TNT 4 
Milford. Y ow'll be at the tennis-court to- mor- 
row ? 


arr. No. pi 2 
Alilford. What, not to fog the gra match? ? 


Harry. No. 
Alford, 
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Milford. Oh yes, you will. 
Harry. No. I am determined. 
Milford. Yes, over night: you'll waver in che ä 
morning. 
. Harry. No. It is high time, Jack, to grow pru- 
ent. 

Milford. Ha, ha, ha! My plan is formed 3 Pu 
ſoon be out of debt. | 

Harry. How will you get the money * 

Milford. By calculation. 

Harry. Ha, ha, ha! 2 

Milford. I am reſolved on it. 00 What! Can? t a 
* man of 1 invention and genius out-wit . — 
« leg ?” | 

Harry. Les, if he will be as great a ſcounutrel, a 

Milford. “That's not neceſſary. A keen eye, 
te a contriving head, a lucky moment and a little 
ce algebra will rout the whole hoſt.” How many 
men of rank and honour, having loſt their for- 
tunes, have doubly recovered them! 

Harry, And very honourably ! 

Milford. Who doubts it? I 

Harry. Ha, ha, ha! Nobody Nobody! | 

Milford. But pray, Harry, what is it you find 
fo 2 in my late father's amorous relictꝰ 

ry. Ha, ha, ha! What the widow Warren? 

My 2 She ſeems to think and even reports 
you are to marry ! 

Harry, Marry? Her? A coqu uette of forty, who 
ridiculouſly apes all the airs of a girl! Fantaſtic, 
ſelfiſh and a fool! And marry ? Difguſting idea 
Thou wert philoſophiſing as we drove on the con- 
dition of a poſt· horſe 

Milford. Well? 

Harry. 1 would rather be a poſt- bes, nay the 
raſcal that drives a poſt-horſe, than ne baſe thing 
thou de imagined ! 

Milford. 
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Milford. Then why. are you fo often there? 

Harry. Becauſe I can't keep away. 

Milford. What, it is her daughter, Sophia? 

Harry. Lovely, bewitching innocent! 

Milford. The poor young thing is fond of you? 

Harry. I ſhould be alk mad if I thought ſhe 
was not, yet am obliged to half hope ſhe is not 

Milford. Why ? 

Harry. What a queſtion! Am I not a profli- 
gate, and in all probability ruined ?—Not.even 
my father can overlook this laſt affair !—No!— 


Heigho ! 


Milford. The loſs of my father's will, and the 
myſtery made of its contents by thole- who wit- 
netled 1 it, are ſtrange circumſtances ! * 

Harry. In which the widow triumphs. And 
you being a baſtard, and left by law to ſtarve, ſhe 
willingly pays obedience to laws ſo wiſe. 

Milford. She refuſes even to pay my debts. 

Harry. And the worthy alderman, your father, 
being overtaken by death in the ſouth of France, 
caretully makes a will, and then as carefully hides 
it where it is not to be found; or commits it to 
the cuſtody of ſome mercenary knave, who has 
made his market of it to the widow So! Here 
comes the ſu ppoſed executor of this ſuppoſed will. 


Enter Mr. SULKY. 


My dear Mr. Sulky, how do you do 5 
944 ). Very ill. 


Harry. Indeed? I am very ſorry! Whaus 
your diſorder? | . ; 


Sulky. You. 

Harry. Ha, ha, ha ! | 
Sulky. Ruin, bankruptcy, infamy 
Harry, The old ſtory ! 
Sully. To a new tune. 


Harry. 


k, 

| 

is 
1 


yet 
ad * 
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Harry. Ha, ha, ha! 

Sulky. You are 

Harry. What, my good cynic ? 

Sulky. A faſhionable gentleman. 

Harry. I know it. 

Sutty. And faſhionably ruined, 

Harry. No! have a father. 

Sulky. Who 1s ruined likewiſe, 

Harry. Ha, ha, ha! Is the Bank of wala 
ruined ? 

Sulky. ] ſay ruined. Nothing leſs than a mi- 
racle can fave the houſe, The purſe of Fortu- 
natus could not ſupply you. 

Harry, No; it held nothing but guineas. Notes, 
bills, paper for me! 

Sully. Such effrontery is inſufferable. For theſe 
five years, ſir, you have been driving to ruin more 
furiouſly than 

Harry. An ambaſſadour's coach on a birth- night. 
I ſaw you were ſtammering for a ſimile. 

Sulky. Sir— ! 

Harry. Youth mounts the box, ſeizes the reins, 
and jehus headlong on in the dark; Paſſion and 
Prodigality blaze in the front, bewilder the coach- 
man, and dazzle and blind che paſſengers; Wiſdom, 
Prudence, and Virtue are overſet and maimed or 
murdered ; and at laſt Repentance, like the foot- 
man's flambeau lagging behind, lights us to dan» 
gers when they are paſt all remedy. 

Sulky, Y our name is ſtruck off ihe firm. I was 
the adviſer. 

Harry. You were very kind, Mr. Sulky. 

Sully. Your father is at laſt determined. 

Harry. Ha, ha, ha! Do you think ſo? 

Sulky. You'll find ſo! And what brought you 
here, ſir? [To.Miffard]. ' 

Milford. A chaiſe and fou. | 

1 C2 Sulky. 
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Sully. It might have carried you to a ſafer e 
When do you mean to pay your debts? 

Milford. When my facher's executor en on 
the widow Warren to do me juſtice. 

Sulky. And which way am I to prevail? 

Milford, And which way am 1 to pay my 
debts ? 

Sulky. You might have more modeſty than inſo- 
lently to come and brave one of your principal 
creditors, after having ruined his ſon by your evil 
counſel. 


Harry. Ha, ha, ha! Don't believe a word on't, 
my good grumbler; I ruined myſelf, I wanted na 


counſellor. 
Milford, My father died immenſely rich; and, 


though I am what the law calls illegitimate, I 


ought nor to ſtarve. 


Sulty. Y ou have had five thouſand pounds, and 
are five more in debt. | 
Milford. Yes, thanks to thoſe who truſt boys 


with thouſands. 

Sulky. You would do the ſame. now you think 

ourſelf a man. 

Milford. | Firmly]. Indeed I would not. 

a Had you been watching the widow at 
home, "infiead of galloping after a knot. of gam- 
blers and pickpockets, you might pry have 
done yourſelf more ſervice. 

Milford. Which way, fir ? 

Suiky. The will of your late father is found. 

Milford. Found ? 

Sulky. I have received a letter, from which I 
learn it was at laſt diſcovered, carefully locked 


up in a private drawer; and that it is now a full 
month ſince a gentleman of Montpelier, coming 


to England, was entruſted with it. But no ſuch 
gentleman has yet appeared. | 


— — 


Milford. 
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4 Milford. If it ſhould have got into the hands of 


the widow— |! 

Sulky. Which I ſuſpe& it has !—Yau are a 
couple of pretty gentlemen ! But beware! Miſ- 
fortune is at your heels! Mr, Dornton vows ven- 
geance on you both, and juſtly. He is not gone 
to bed; and if you have confidence enough to look 
him in the face, I would have you ſtay where you are. 

Milford. I neither wiſh to inſult nor be inſulted. 

Exit. 

Sulky. Do you know, fir, your father 1 2 
the poor fellow into the ſtreet, who compaſſion- 
ately opened the door for you? 

Harry. Yes; and my father knows I as com- 
paſſionately opened the door for the poor fellow 
in return. 

g Sulky, Very well, fir! Your fame is increaſing 
2 daily. 5 
A * I am glad to hear it. 

Sulky. Humph ! Then perhaps you have pa- 
ragraphed yourſelf ? | | X 

Harry. Paragraphed > What? Where 

Sully. In the St. James's Evening. 

Harry. Me? _ 


Sully. Stating the exact amount. 
Harry. Of my loſs? | 
Sulky. Y ours—Y ou march through every ave- 
nue to fame, dirty or clean. 
Harry. Well faid 1 Be witty when you can; 
ſarcaſtic you muſt be, in ſpite of your teeth. But 
I like you the better. You are honeſt. You are 
my cruet of Cayenne, and a ſprinkling of you is 
6 ( 5 
Sulky. Well, ſir, when you know the ſtate of 
your own affairs, and to what you have reduced 
the houſe, you will perhaps be leſs ready to grin. 
Harry. Reduced the houſe! Ha, ha, ha! 


Enter 
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Enter Mr. Dok N rox, with the Newſpaper in bis 
Hand, 


Dornton. So, fir [ 

Harry. [ Bowing] I am happy to ſee you, fir. 

Dornton. You are there, after having broken 
into my houſe at midnight And you are here, 


[Pointing to the paper] after having ruined me and 


my houſe by your 7 ipled prodigality ! ! Are 
you not a ſcoundrel ? 

Harry, No, fir : I am only a fool. 

Sulky, Good night to you, gentlemen. 

Dornton. Stay where you are, Mr, Sulky. 1 
beg you to ſtay where you are, and be a witneſs to 

my ſolemn renunciation of him and his vices ! 

Sulky. J have witneſſed it a thouſand times. 

Dornton. But this is the laſt, Are you not a 
ſcoundrel, I ſay ? 

Harry. I am your ſon. 


deeds, 
Enter Mr. SMITH, 


You will not deny you are an incorrigible ſquan- 
derer? 

Harry. I will deny nothing. 

Dernten. A nuiſance, a wart, a a blot, a ſtain upon 
the face of nature! 

Harry. A ſtain that will waſh out, fir. 


' Dornton. A redundancy, a negation ; a beſotted 


ſophiſticated incumbrance ; a jumble of fatuity ; 
your head, your heart, your words, your actions, 
all a jargon; incoherent and unintelligible to yours 
ſelf, abſurd and offenſive to others! 

Sulky. The whirlwind is riſing. 

Harry. I am whatever you pleaſe, fir. 

Dornton. Bills never examined, every thing 
bought on credit, the price gf * aſked ! 

6 onſcious 


 Dornton. [ Calling] Mr. Smith Bring in thote 


en 25467 . 
« - * R q 
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Conſcious you were weak enough to wiſh for bau- 
bles you did not want, and pant for pleaſures you 
could not enjoy, you had not the effrontery. to 
aſſume the circumſpect caution of common ſenſe ! 
And to your other deſtructive follies, you mult add 
the deteſtable vice of gaming ! 

Harry. Theſe things, fir, are much eaſier done 


than defended. 


Dornton. But here—Give me that parchment ! 
{To Mr. Smith] The partners have all been ſum- 
moned. Look, fir ! Your name has been formally 
eraſed ! | 

Harry. The partners are very kind. 

Dornton. The ſuſpicions already incurred by tlie 
known profligacy of a principal in the firm, the 
immenſe ſums you have drawn, this paragraph, 
the run on the houſe It will occaſion, the con- 
ſternation of the whole city— 

Harry. All very terrible, and ſome of it very 
true. [Half aſide. 

Dornton. [ Paſſionately] Give me the will, Mr. 
Smith ! Give me the will! Fond and fooliſh as I 


have been, read, and you will find I am at laſt re- 


ſtored to my ſenſes !—If I ſhould happily outlive 
the ſtorm you have rarſed, it ſhall not be to ſup- 
port a prodigal, or to reward a gambler ou 


are diſinherited ! Read 


Harry. Your word 1s as good as the Bank, fir. 

- Divi: PI no longer act the doting father, 
faſcinated by your arts! 

Harry. I never had any art, fir, except the one 
you taught me. 

Dornton. 1 taught you! What? Scoundrel 
What? 

Harry. That of loving you, ſir. 

Dornton, Loving me! 
Harry. Moſt ſincerely! | 

ll Dornton. 
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Dornten. ¶ Forgetting his paſſion} Why, can you 
ſay, Harry—Raſcal ! I mean, that you love me 

Harry. I ſhould be a raſcal indeed if I did 
not, fir, 

Dornton. Harry! Harry! [Struggling with his 


feelings] No! Confound me if I do "Os you 


are a vile—! 
Harry. I know I am. 
Dornton. And [I'll never ſpeak to you more. 
Coin 

Harry. Bid me good night, fir. Mr. Sully 5 
will bid me good night, and you are my father! 
—Good night, Mr. Sulky. 

Sulky. Good night, [ Exit. 

Harry. Come, Sin- 

Dornton, ( Struggling with paſſion} 1 won't !—If 
I do— 

Harry. Reproach me with my follies, ſtrike out 
my name, difinherit me, I deſerve it all and more 
But ſay Good night, Harry | 

Dornton. I won't !—I won't I won't !— . 

Harry. Poverty is a trifle; we can whiſtle it 
off—But enmity— 

Dornton. I will not! 

Harry. Sleep in enmity? And who can a how 
ſoundly ?—Come! Good night. 

Dornton. 1 won't! I won't! Runs off. 

Harry. Say you ſfo?—Why then, my noble- 
hearted dad, I am indeed a (coundre] !- 


Re-enter Mr. Donx ro. | 


Dornton, Good night | | [ Exits x 


Harry. Good 7 And Heaven eternally bleſs 
you, fir! Heigho !— * That's ſomething, | Sings.] 


c Time, wack; you let him wiſely paſs, 
© Is lvely briſk and jolly,” 


% All 
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* All is not quite as it ſhould be; but— (Sings. ] 


Dip but his wings in the ſparkling glaſs, 
* And he'll drown dull melancholy.” 


« Heigho !” [ Exit. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 


A C 'T II. 
SCENE I. The Houſe ef the Widow WARREN, 


JENNY and Mrs. LEDGER, 


Jenny, 


TELL you, good woman, I can do nothing 
for you. 1 . 
Mrs. Ledger. Only let me ſee Mrs. Warren. 
Jenny. And get myſelf ſnubbed, Not I indeed. 


Enter Sop RIA, Skipping, 

Sophia, La, Jenny! Yonder's my mamma, 
with a whole congregation of milliners, manteau- 
makers, mercers, haberdaſhers, lace-men, feather- 
men, and—and all the world, confulting about 
. ſecond mourning ! | 


Jenny, I know it, | 
Sophia, It will be fix months to-morrow fince 


the death of my father-in-law ; „ and ſhe has 
been buſy giving orders for this fortnight chat 
7." every 


—— — 
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« every thing might be brought home and tried 
* on to-day. I do believe ſhe'll ſleep in her new 
« clothes!“ 

Jenny. How you run on, mils ! 

Sophia. What would my dear grandma' ſay, if 
ſhe ſaw her? Why ſhe is even fonder of finery 
than I am! 

Jenny. Sure, miſs, you are not fond of finery ? 

Sophia. Oh but I am—I wonder why ſhe won't 


let me wear high-heeled ſhoes! I am ſure I am 


old enough! I ſhall be eighteen next Chriſtmas 
day at midnight, which 1s only nine months and 
two days! And ſince ſhe likes to wear flips, and 
ſaſhes, and ringlets and—nonſenſe, like a girl, 
why ſhould not I have high heels, and gowns, 
and ſeſtinis, and hoops, and trains, and ſweeps 
[ Mimicking] and—like a woman? 

Jenny. It's very true what your mamma tells 
you, miſs; you have been ſpoiled by your old 
fond grandmother in Glouceſterſhire. 

Sophia. Nay, Jenny, I won't hear you call my 
dear grandma” names! Though every body told 
the loving old ſoul ſhe would ſpoil me. 

Jenny. And now your mamma has ſent for you 
up to town to finiſh your edication. 

Sophia. Yes. She began it the very firſt day. 
There was the ſtay- maker ſent for, to ſcrew up my 
ſhapes; the ſhoe-maker, to cripple my feet ; the 
hair-drefler, to burn my hair; the jeweller, to 
bore my ears; and the dentiſt, to file my teeth. 

Jenny. Ah! You came here ſuch a hoyden ! | To 
Mrs. Ledger.) What, an't you gone yet, miſtreſs ? 

Sophia. La, Jenny, how can you be fo croſs to 


people? What is the matter with this good woman? 


euny. Oh! Nothing but poverty. 

Sophia, Is that all? Here | Rummaging her pocket] 
give her this half crown, and make her rich. 
? Fenny, 
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Jenny. Rich indeed! 

Sophia. What, is not it enough? La, I am ſorry 
I ſpent all my money yeſterday ! I laid it out in 
{weetmeats, cakes, a canary bird, and a poll par- 
rot. But I hope you are not very, very poor ? 

Mrs. Ledger. My huſband ſerved the late alder- 
man five-and-twenty years. His maſter promiſed 
to provide for him; but his pitileſs widow can 
ſee him thrown with a broken heart upon the 
pariſh. 

Sophia. Oh dear !—Stop |—Stop a bit! | Run- 
uing off ] Be ſure you don't go! [ Exit, 


Enter Mr. SULKy. 


Sulky. Where's your miſtreſs, girl? 

Jenny. My name is Jane N fir, 

Sulky. Where's your miſtreſs ? 

Jenm. Buly, fir. 

Sulky. Tell her to come down—Don't ſtare, 
girl, but go and tell your miſtreſs I want her. 
Jenm. 545 de] Flumph! Mr. Black and 1 

Exit. 


Re-enter SOPHIA, with great glee. 


Sophia, I've gotit! Here! Take this, good 
woman; go home and be happy! Take it, I tell 
you! [ Offering a purſe. 

Sulky. Who is this? Mrs. Ledger! How does 
your worthy huſband ? 

Mrs. Ledger. Alack, fir, ill enough: likely to 
ſtarve in his latter days. 

Sulky. How ! Starve ? 

Mrs. Ledger. The widow refuſes to do any 
thing for him. | 


Sulky, Humph ! _ 
Mrs. Ledger. Service, age, and honeſty at are poor 
pleas, with affluence, eaſe, and Mrs. Warren. 
”" 2 Sully. 
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Sulky. Humph ! 

Mrs. Ledger. You, fir, I underſtand, are the late 
alderman's executor ? 

Sulky. I can't tell. 

Mrs. Ledger, Perhaps you may be able to ſerve 
my huſband ? 


Sulky. I don't know—However, give my re- 


ſpects to him. He ſhan't ſtarve : tell him that. 
Sophia. Nay, but take this in the mean time. 


Sulky. Ay; take it, take it. [Exit Mrs. Ledger 


much affefted.) And who are you, miſs Charity? 
Sophia. Me, fir? Oh! I—I am my grandma's 
grand-daughter. 
Sulky, Humph ! 
Sophia. Sophia Freelove. 


Sulky. Oh !— The widow's daughter by her fiſt 


huſband 2? 
Sophia. Yes, fir. 


Re-enter IEx xx. 


Sulky. Where's your miſtreſs ? 
Jenny. Coming, ſir.— So! You have ſtolen your 


mamma's purſe, miſs? 


| Sophia. La, don't ſay ſo; I only ran away with 


it! She was bargaining for ſome ſmuggled lace 
with one of your acquaintance, and I thought I 
could diſpoſe of her money to better advantage. 


Jenny. Without her conſent ? 
Sophia. Yes, to be ſure ! I knew I ſhould never 


difp ole of it in that manner with her conſent. 
9 Well! Here comes your mamma. [ Exit. 

Enter the Widow W aRREN, in a fantaſtic girliſh 
morning dreſs, ſurrounded by Milliners, Manteau- 
makers, Furriers, Hatters, &c. with their attend- 
ants with band. boxes; all talkin 8.45 tbey come on. 


nidow. So you'll be ſure not to forget my cha- 


peau a la Pruſſe, Mr. Mincing ? 
Hatter, 


Te 6 an ures os 
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Hatter, Certainly not, madam. 

Widow. And you'll make a delicate choice of 
the feathers ? 

Hatter. The ſelection ſhall be elegant, madam. 

Widow. Yes—I know, Mr. Mincing, you're a 
charming man !—And you will let me have my 
pierrot a la Coblentz by nine in the morning, Mrs, 
Tiffany ? 

Manteau-maker. To a minute, maim. 

Sulky, Madam, when you have a moment's lei- 
ſure— 

Widow. Be quiet, you fright ; don't interrupt 
me!—And my caraco a la huſſar, and my bava- 
roiſes a la ducheſſe. And put four rows of pearl 
in my turban. 

Milliner. Ver vell, me ladyſhip. 

Widow, And you'll all come together, exactly 
at nine ? 

Omnes. We'll all be here! [ Going. 

Widow. And don't forget the white ermine tip- 
pets, and the black fox muffs, and the Kamſchatka 
turs that you mentioned, Mr. Weazel! 

Furrier. I'll bring a fine aſlortment, madam. 

IlVidow. And, and, and—Noz; no—you may all 
gol can think of nothing elſe—I ſhall remember 
more to-morrow. 

— at Thank you, 3 

Manteau- | 

mater ang ( ei much obliged 0 > [ All together. 


Wo ELBA | you, maim |! 
Milliner, Dee ver good bon jour | 1 
to me ladyſhip. J 

Widow, What was it you were ſaying, Mr. 
Sulky . child, What have 105 dons: with 


my purſe? 
Sedo. Given it Laney, ma”. 
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Widow. Given it away, minikin ? 

Sophia. Yes, ma'. 

Widow. Given my purſe away! To whom ? 
For what purpole ? 

Sophia. La, ma', only—only to keep a poor 
woman from ſtarving ! ! 

Widow. I proteſt, child, your grandmother has 
totally ruined you ! 

Sully. Not quite, madam: ſhe has left the finiſh- 
ing to you. 

Widow. What were you ſaying, Mr. Sulky ? 
Sully. You won't give me leave to ſay any thing, 
madam. 

Widow. You know you are a ſhocking trouble- 
ſome man, Mr. Sulky : I have a thouſand things 
to remember, and can't bear teaſing ! It fatigues 
my ſpirits ! So pray relate this very urgent buſineſs 
of yours in a ſingle word. What would you have ? 

Sulky. Juſtice. 

Widow. Lord, what do you mean ?—Do you 
think I am in the commiſſion ? 

Sulky. Yes, of follies innumerable ! 

Widow. You are a ſad ſavage, Mr. Sulky ! 
And who is it you want juſtice for ? 

Sulky. Your late huſband's ſon, John Milford. 

Widow. Now pray don't talk to me! You are 
a very intruſive perſon ! You quite derange my 
ideas! I can think of nothing ſoft or ſati x 4 loa 
while you are preſent |! 

Sulky. Will you hear me, madam ? 

Widow. I can't! I poſitively cant It is an 
odious ſubject ! 

Sophia. Nah, ma', how can you be fo croſs to 
my brother Milford? 

Widow. Y our brother, child Country educa- 
tion! —How often, minikin, have I told you he, 
is no brother of yours! 


| Sophia. 


A COMEDY. 23 


Sophia. La, ma', he was your huſband's ſon ! 

Widow. Yes, his—Faugh !—Odious word !— 
Your brother ? 

Sophia. Yes, that he is !—PFor he is in diſtreſs, 

Sulky. Humph! 

Widow. And would you now, you who pretend 
to be a very prudent—ridiculous kind of a perſon, 
wiſh to ſee me ſquander the wealth of my poor 
dear dead good man on Mr. Miltord, and his pro- 
fligate companions ? 

Salky. Not I indeed, madam ; though the pro- 
fligate to whom you make loye ſhould happen to 
be one of them 


Widow. Ha, ha, ha! Oh the monſter I make 


love !—You have no eyes, Mr. Sulky ! | Malling 
and exhibiting herſelf] You are really blind !—Bur 
I know whom you mean. 

Sully. I mean young Dornton, madam. 

Widow. To be ſure you do !—Whom could 
you mean ? Elegant youth !—Rapturous thoughts! 

Sephia. T am ſurc, fir, young Mr. Dornton is 
no profligate ! 

Sulky. | Significantly] You are ſure ? 

Sophia. Yes, that J am 

Sulky. Humph. 

Sophia. And it's very ſcandalous, very ſcan- 
dalous indeed, to ſay he is my ma's lover! 

Sully. Humph. 

Sophia. Becauſe he is a fine genteel young gen- 
tleman ; and you know ma' is— 
© Widow, Pray, minikin, be leſs flippant with 
your tongue. 

Sophia. Why la, ma', you yourſelf know you 
are too—! ?! 
Mido. Go up to your chamber, child! 

Sophia. I am ſure, ma', I ſay it is very ſcandal- 
pus to call the handſome Mr, Dornton your lover! 


Exit ſkipping. 
L Sulky. 


RI”. 2 5 
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Sulky, Do you bluſh ? 

Widow. Bluſh indeed ?—Bluſh ? Ha, ha, ha! 
Lou are a very unaccountable creature, Mr. 
Sulky !—Bluſh at the babbling of a child? 

Sulky, Who is your rival? 

Widow. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! My rival ?—The 
poor minikin My rival ?—But I have a meſ- 
ſage for you! Now do compoſe your features to 
ſoftneſs and complacency ! Look pleaſant if you 
can ! Smile for once in your life ! 

Sulky. Don't make love to me ! I'll have no- 
thing to ſay to you! 

ide. Ha, ha, ha! Love? 

Sully. Yes, you make love to Dornton ! Nay 
you make love to the booby Goldfinch ! Even I 
am not ſecure in your company |! 

IVidow. Ha, ha, ha! You are a ſhocking be- 
ing, Mr. Sulky !—But if you ſhould happen to 
fee Mr. Dornton, do aſtoniſh your acquaintance : 
do a good-natured thing, and tell him I am at 
home all day—Love to you? Ha, ha, ba! Oh 
you figure! You caticatura of tenderneſs You 


inſupportable thing! [ Exit, 
Sulky. [Sighs] Ah !—Al labour in vain ! [Eu- 
ter Jenny] Stand out of the way, girl! [ Exit, 


enny. There ſhe goes! [ Looking after the bat 
That's lucky! This way, fir ! 


Enter HARRY Dor wnToN, follow?d by his own 
Servant with bills in bis band. 


Jenny, My miſtreſs is gone up to her toilette, 
fir; but I can fend you ſomebody you may like 
berter ! [ Exit, / 

Harry. Obliging Abigail Looking over bis 
papers] Sdeath ! What, all theſe tradeſmen's bills? 
- Servant. All, fir. Mr. Smith ſent me after you 
with them. | 

Harry. When were they brought ? 

Servant. Some laſt night, but moſt this morning, 

3 Harry, 
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Harry. Ill news travels faſt, and honeſty is de- 
viliſh induſtrious. Go round to them all, return 
their bills, and bid them come themſelves to-day. 
Has Mr. Williams the hoſier ſent in his bill? 
Servant. No, ſir. 
Harry. I thought as much Tell him to come 


with the reſt, and on his life not fail. 
Servant. Very well, fir. [ Exit, 


Enter SOPHIA joyouſly. 


* Sophia. Oh, Mr. Dornton, I am glad to ſee 
you! Do you know, I've got the ſong by heart 
that you was ſo good as to teach me! 

Harry. And do you know, my charming So- 
phia, you are the moſt delightful, beauriful, be- 
witching ſcholar that ever took leſlon ! | 

Sophia. La, Mr. Dornton, I'm ſure I'm m very 
ſtupid ! 

Harry, That you are all ieee, all grace, 
all wit! 

Syphia. To be ſure my ma' caught me ſinging 
it, and ſhe was pettiſh ; becauſe you know it's all 
about love, and ends with a happy marriage. 

Harry. But why pertiſh ? 

Sophia. La, I can't tell. I ſappoſe ſhe wants to 
have all the marriage in the world to herſelf! It's 
her whole talk | I do believe ſhe'd be married 
every morning that ſhe riſes, if any body would 
have her! 

Harry. Think not of hers * ſweet Sophia, but 
tell me | 

Sophia. What ? 

Harrys I dare not aſk. | 

- Sophia. Why? ©. 5 

Harry. Leſt] ſhould and yo 

* Sophia. Nay now, Mr. . that is not 
right of of yu? ! Iam 9 offended with any 9 4 5 

a and 
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and I am ſure I ſhould not be offended with you ! 
My grandma” always faid ] ws the beſt · tempered 
girl in the world. What is it? 

Harry. Were you? [Takin ber 1. Did 
you ever know what it is to love 

Sophia, La, now, how could you aſk one  fach 

a queſtion ?—You know very well one muſt not 
tell |—Befides, you know too one mult not be in 
love! 

Harry. Why not? 

Sophia, Becauſe - Becauſe I'm but a. girl-—My 
grandma? has told me a hundred times, it's a fin 
for any body to be in love before they be a waman 
grown, full one-and-twenty; and I am nat cigh- | 
teen! 

Harry. Love they ſay cannot be reſiſtedt. 

Sophia, Ah, but I have been taught better !—lc 
may be reſiſted—Nobody need be in love unleſs 
they like: and ſo I won't be in love, for I won't 
wiltully do amiſs. [Vith great poſt CL No ! 
1 won't love any perſon, though! ſhould love him 
ever ſo dearly. 

Jlarry. { Afide) Angelic innocence ! 1! tante; 

Right, Nele — guard your heart againſt 
ſeducers. 

Scphia. Do you know it is full five weeks ſince 
Valentine's day; and, becauſe I'm not one-and- 
twenty. nobody ſent me a valentine! 

Harry. And did you expect one? | 

Sephia. Nah- I can't ſay but I did think —! 
In Glouceſterſhire, if any young man hapf en t) 
have a liking for a young woman, the is {ure t) 
hear of it on Valentine day. But perhaps Valen- 
tine day does not fall fo ſoon ww as bh does1 in the 
country? 


Horry. Why, it is i poſtble you may yet. receive 
Aa valentine. | 


Sopbis. | 
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| Sophia. Nay now, but don't you go to think that 
I am aſking for one ; for that would be very wrong 
of me, and I know better. My grandina' told me 
I muſt never mention nor think of ſuch things till 
I am a woman, full one-and-twenty grown; and 
that if 1 were to find ſuch a thing at my window, 
or under my pov, or concealed in a | plum- 
cake | 

Harry. A alum-eake ? 

Sophia, Ves: I affure you I have heard of a va- 
lentine ſent baked in a plum-cake—And ſo if 
] had one that I muſt ſhew it to her. But you 
©& know ſhe is in Gloucelterſhure and I am ſure I 
te would not ſhew it to ma', for though ſhe is all 
ee out and above forty, ſhe would be as jealous as 
„the vengeance ! And indeed” J would not te- 
ceive ſuch a thing for the world, no not from the 
fineſt man on earth, if I did not think him to be 
a true and faithful, true, true lover. 

Harry. But how muſt he prove his faith and 
truth? 

Sophia. Why firſt he muſt love me very dearly ! 
—With all his heart and ſoul !—And then he muſt 
be willing to wait till I am one-and-twenty. 

Harry. And would not you love in return? 

Sophia. N yes, when 15 come to be one - and- 
twenty. | <0 

Harry. Not ſooner ? 

S:phia. Oh no l= muſt not! 

Horry, Surely you might if you pleaſed ? 

- F-phia. Oh but you muſt” not perſuade mie to 
that! 1 If you do I ſhall think you are à bad man, 
ſuch as my grandma” warned me of ! 

Harry, And do you think me ſo? 

Sophia, Do I ?—No !—l would not think you 
ſo for a thoufand thouſand golden guineas! 

Hung [ Hide] Faſcinating purity ! What am! 

E2 about ? 
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about? To deceive or trifle with ſuch unſuſ- 
petting; affection would indeed be villany ! ! 

Geldfinch., ¶ Without, at a diſtance] Is ſhe above 
Muſt ſee her! 

Sopbia. La. I hear that great, nee horſe 
jockey oaf Goldfinch coming up !—[ 583ghs]—Good 
bye, Mr. Dornton! 

Harry. Heaven bleſs you, Sophia !—Sweet So-. 


phia, Heaven bleſs you, my lovely angel! Heigho! 
Sophia. Heigho ! [ Exit. 
Goldfinch. | Without] Is ſhe here? | 
Servant, | Without | I don't know, fir. 


Enter GOLDFINCH in 4 high-collared coat, ſeveral 
under waiſtcoats, buckſkin breeches covering bis 
calves, ſhort boots, long ſpurs, high-crowned bat, 
bair in the extreme, Sc. 

Goldjinch. Hah ! My tight one 


Harry. [Surveying bim] Well, Charles! 
Goldfinch., How you ſtare! An't I the go ? 
That's your fort ! 


Harry. Ha, ha, ha ! 
Goldfinch. Where's the widow ? 


Harry. Gone up to dreſs, and will not be down 
theſe two hours, 


Goldfinch. A hundred to eighty I'd ſup up a 
ſtring of twenty horſes in leſs time than ſhe takes 
to dreſs her fetlocks, plait her mane, trim her ears, 
and buckle on her body-clothes ! 

Harry. You improve daily, Charles ! 

Goldfinch. To be ſure !—Thar's your fort 1— 
 FTurning round to ſhew bimſelf] An'tla genus? 

Harry. Quite an original !—You may challenge 
the whole fraternity of the whip to match you ! 

Goldfinch. Match me] Newmarket can't match 
me! [ Sbewing himſelf ]—Thar's your ſort ! _ * 

Harry. Oh no! 1. ha, ha! You are e harder 


£ to 
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to match than one of your own pied ponies A 
very different being from either your father or 
grandfather ! 
Geldfinch. F ather or grandfather !—S bakebags 
both. 
Harry How! 1 75 
Goldfoch, Father a ſugar-baker, grandfather a A 
ſlop-ſeller—I'm a gentleman — That's your ſort ! 
Harry. Ha, ha, ha! And your father was only 
a man of worth. j 
Goldfinch. Kept a gig! [With great contempt ]— 
Knew nothing of life —Never drove four! 


Harry. No, but he was a uſeful member of 
ſociety. | 
 Goldfnch., A uſef—! What's that ? 

Harry. Ha, ha, ha! A pertinent queſtion; - 
Goldfinch. A gentleman like me a uſeful mem- 
ber of ſociety !—Bet the long odds nobody ever 
heard of ſuch a thing! 

Harry. You have not acquired your charaQer 
in the world for nothing, Charles. 
'  Goldfinch, World !—What does the world a0 ? 

Harry. Strange things It ſays you have got 
into the hands of jockeys, Jews, and ſwindlers; 
and that, though old Goldfinch was in his day one 
of the richeſt men on Change, his ſon will ſhortly 


become poorer than the pooreſt black leg at New- 
market. 


Goldfinch. Damn the world! 


Harry. With all my heart, damn the world, for 
it ſays little better of me. 

Goldfinch. Bet you ſeven to five the Eclipſe ** . 
againſt the Highflyers, the ſecond ſpring meeting. 
Harry. No. I have done with Highflyer and 
"Eclipſe roo—So you are in purſuit of the widow ? | 
; Goldfuch, Full cry !—Muſt have her! 

Harry. Ha, ha, hat! * You muſt ? 


Goldfnch. 
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Goldfinch. All up with me elſe! If J don't 
marry the widow I mult ſmaſh l' ve ſecured 
the knowing one. 

Harry. Whom do you mean ? The maid ? 

Goldfinch. Promiſed her a hundred on the wed. 
ding day. 


Enter IE NN x. 


Jenny. My miſtreſs can't {ec you at preſent, 
gentlemen. 
Goldfinch. Can't ſee me? ¶ Vexed] Take Harriet 
an airing in the Phaeton. 
Harry. What, is Harriet your favourite. ? 
Geldfinch. To be ſure! I keep her. 
Harry. You do? $ | 
Goldfinch. Fine creature! 
Harry. Well bred? 
Goldfinch. Jult to my taſte— Like myſelf, tree 
and eaſy. That's your fort ! 
Harry. A fine woman? Wits | 
Goldfinch. Prodigious! Siſter to the Iriſh 
Giant! Six feet in ber ſtockings ! That's your 
fort !—Sleek coat, flowing mane, broad cheft, all 
bone !—Daſhing figure in a phaeton Sky blue 
habit, ſcarlet ſaſh, green hat, yellow ribbands, 
white feathers, gold band and taſſel I That's you 
ſort ! 
Harry. Ha, ha, ha! Heigho v. by you are 
a high 2 Charles ! 
Colafnch. To be ſure Know the odds 
Hold four in hand Turn a corner in ſtile !— 
| Reins in form Elbows ſquare - Wriſt phant— 
Hayait !—Drive the Coventry ſtage twice a week 
all 8 for an inſide place Mount the 
box—Tip the coachy a crown—Beat the mail 
Come in full ſpeed Rattle down the gateway! 
Take care of your heads — Never killed but one 
32 woman 
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woman and a child in all my life — That's your 


ſort ! I Goin r. 
Jenny. | Afide to Goldfinch] Take him with you. 
[ Exit. 


 Goldfinch, Want a hedge ?—Take guineas to 
pounds Precipitate againlt Dragon ? 

Harry. No. 

Goldfinch. | Aſide] With J could have . a 
few Odd or even for fifty? ¶ Drawing bis band 
clenched from his pocket. 

Harry. Ha, ha, ha! Odd enough 

Geldinch. Will you cut a card, hide in the hat, 
chuck 1n the glaſs, draw cuts, heads or tails, gallop 
the maggot, ſwim the hedgehog, any thing? 

Harry. Nothing. 

Goldfinch. I'm up to all— That's your ſort! 
Get him with me and pigeon him. [Aide] Come 
and ſee my greys Been to Tatterſall's and bought 
a ſet of ſix Smokers I— Beat all England for 
figure, bone, and beauty !—Hayair, charmers !— 
That's your fort !—Bid for two pair of mouſe 
ponies for Harriet, 

Harry. Ha, ha, ha The Iriſh Gianteſs drawn 
by mouſe ponies ! 

Geldjinch, Come and ſee em. 

Harry. | Sarcaſtically] No. I am weary of the 
company of ſtable- boys. 

Goldfinch. Why ſo ?—Shan't play you any tricks 
If they ſquirt water at you, or make the colts 
kick you, tell me, and I'll horſewhip em Arch 
dogs! Deal of wit! 

Harry. When they do I'll borſewhip them my- 
elf. 

Goldfinch. Yourſelf ? — Ware that - — Wrong 
there ! 
Harry. I think I ſhould be right. 
Goldfinch, Do you !—What—Been to ſchool ? 


3 THE ROAD TO RUIN: 


Harry. To ſchool !—Why yes—-I— b 
Golaſinch. Mendoza !—Oh !—Good-morrow f 2 
E. ; 

Harry, Ha, ha, ha! There goes one of my ; | 
friends! Heigho ! * 


Enter M1LroRD in haſte, followed by GoLDFINCH 
returning. 


Goldfinch. What is it, Jack? Tell me! [ Eagerly. . 

Milford. Come, Harry! We ſhall be too late! 

They are about to begin! We may have what k 
bets we pleaſe ! 
Goldfmch. Where? What? 
Milford. The great match! The famous French- 
man and Will the marker! A thouſand guineas | 
a fidef 51 
Goldfinch. What, tennis? 1 
Milfard. Ves. The Frenchmen gives fiſteen \ 
and a biſque. 
Galdfnch, To Will the marker ? | 
' Milford. Ves. 7 

Goldfinch. Will for a hundred! |. 
Milford. Done | 5 
Goldſinch. Done, done 

Harry. ] bar the bet; ; the odds are five to four 
already. b BREE 

Geldfinch. What, for * mounſeer ? | | 

| Harry. Yes. | | # 

Goldfinch. I'll take it, five hundred to e 

Harry. Done! 

Goldfinch Done, done! 

Harry. No, I bar II forgot—1 have cut. ru f 
never bet another guinea. 

Milford. Lou do for a . * 

Harry. Done! 

Milford. Done, done! Ha, ha, ha! 

Harry. Pſhaw! © —-- 


— — N 
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Goldfinch. What a cake ! 
Milford. But you'll go ? 
Harry. No. 

Milford. Yes, you will. Come, come, the 
match is begun! Every body is there! The 
Frenchman is the firſt player in the world ! 

Harry. It's a noble exerciſe ! 

Milford. Ay! Cato himſelf delighted in it! 

Harry. Yeu, it was much practiſed by the Ro- 
mans. 

Goldfinch. The Romans! Who are they? 

Harry. Ha, ha, ha ! | 

Milford. Ha, ha, ha! Will you go or will you 
not, Harry? 

Harry. 1 can't, Jack. My conſcience won't let 
me. 

Milford. Pſhaw ! Zounds, if we don't make 
haſte it will be all over! 

Harry. [In @ hurry] Do you think it will? 
[ Stops her No—l1 won't—l muſt not. 

Milford. [ Taking hold of his arm] Come along, 
I tell you! 

Harry. No. | 

Mi ord. They bave begun ! 

Goldfinch. Have they ?—I'm off [ Exit, 

Milford. | Still fruggling, and Harry retreating | 
What folly! Come along ! 

Harry. Ns. I will not. 

Milferd [ Leaving him and going] Well, well, 
if you're ſo poſitive - 

Harry. [Calling] Stay, Jack; ſtay—I'II walk 
up the ſtreet with you, but I wort go in. 

Milford. Double or quits the hundred that you 
won of me laſt night you do | 

Harry. I don't for a thouſand ! 

Milford. No, no, the * 


Harry. 
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Harry. I tell you I won't. I won't go in with 
you. 


Milferd. Done for the hundred! | 
Harry. Done, done ! [ Exeunt, 


SCENE changes to the Parlour of the Tennis- court. 


Markers paſſing and repaſſing with Rackets and Balls, 
Sheriff's Officer, two Followers, and one of the Markers. 


[ Shout. } 


Marker. Hurrah ! 

Officer. Pray is Mr. Milford in the court? 

Marker. l' bet you gold to ſilver the French- 
man loſes ! Hh [ Exit. 


Enter Mr. SMITH from the Court. 


Mr. Smith. He is not there. 

Officer. Are you fure ? 

Mr. Smith. The crowd 1s very great, but I can 
neither fee him nor any of his companions, 


Officer. Then he will not come. 
Mr. Smith. I begin to hope ſo! 


Officer. T Examining bis writ] © Middleſex to 
wit One thouſand pounds—Dornton againſt John 
Milford.” 


Mr. $1ith. You mult take none but ſubſtantial 


bail. [Shout] What a ſcene! 
Officer. He will not be here. 
Mr. Smith. Heaven ſend ! 


Enter GOLDFINCH and a Marker running acroſs. 


Goldfinch. Is the match begun? 
Marker. The firſt game is juſt over. 
Goldfinch. Who loſt? 

Marker. The Frenchman ! 


Goldfinch. 
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Cold inch. Hurrah ! 

Marker, Hurrah ! | 

Goldfiach, Damn the mounſeers! That's your 
ſort ! { Exit into the court. 

Mr. Smith, That's one of his companions,” I 
begin to tremble—Stand aſide ! Here they both 
come ! 

Officer. Which is he? | 

Mr. Smith. The ſecond.  [ Shout, 


Enter HARRY DORNTON and MILFORD, 71 haſte. 


Harry. I hear them! I hear them! Come 
along | 

M, ford. Ha, ha, ha !—Harry !—You would 
not go l- Lou were determined! [ Shout, 

Harry. Zounds! Come along! | Exit in haſte. 

[ Milford follows him laughing. 

Oficer. | Stopping bim] A word with you, fir, if 
you plcaſe. 

Milford. With me? Whoare you? What do 
you want? 

cer. You are my priſoner. 

Milford, Priſoner! Damnation! Let me go! 

Officer. IJ muſt do my duty, fir. 

Milford. Here, here; this is your duty. 

Pulling out bis purſe, 

Mr. Smith. [Advancing] It muſt not be, fir. - 

Milford. Mr. Smith !—Whar, at the ſuit of 
Dornton? 

Mr. Smith, Yes, fir. Tis your own fault for 
leading his fon to theſe places. He heard you 
were to bring him here. 

Milford. Furies !—Marker | [To a Marker paſſ- | 
ing] Tell Harry Doraton to come to me in- 
ſtantly ! | | 

Marker. Yes, ſir. | Extt, 

[ Shout. ] | RY TY 
F 2 | Milford, 
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Milford. Zounds! Let me but go and ſee the 
match 


Mr. Smith. You muſt not, fir. 

Milford. [To another Marker | Marker! 

Marker. Sir! 

Milford, Who wins ? 

Marker. The.Frenchman has the beſt on't. 

Milford. Tell Harry Dornton I am here in trou- 
ble. Deſire him to come this moment. 

Marker. Very well, fir. [ Shout, 

Milford. | To the Officer] I]. give you ten 
guineas for five minutes ! 

Mr. Smith, Take him away, fir. 

Officer. You muſt come along, fir. 

Milford. [To a Marker returning] Have you 
told him ? 

Marker. He can't come, fir. 

Milford. Very well, Harry! Very well! [To 
the ſecond Marker | Well, fir ? 

Marker. He would not leave the court for a 
_ thouſand pounds. 


Officer. Come, come, fir! [To his two atten- 


dants] Bring him along! 


Milford. Hands off, ſcoundrels! [Shout] Fiends ! 
[ Exeunt, 


SCENE changes to the Houſe of Mr. SiEkx. 


A Room of Buſineſs, Ledger, Letter les, Ink-fland, Ic. 
SILKY diſcovered, and ]Acos entering. 


Silky. Well, Jacob! Have you: been ? 
Jacob. Ves, fir. 


Silky. Well, and what news? How is he ?— 
Very bad ? DES 


Jacob. Dead, fir. 
Silky. [ Overjoyed] Dead? 
6 Jacob. 


— 
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Jacob. As Deborah! 

Silky. [ Afide) I'm a lucky man! [Aloud] Are 
you ſure he 1s dead, Jacob ? 

Jacob. I law him with my own eyes, fir. 

Silky. That's right, Jacob! I am a lucky man! 
And what ſay the people at the hotel? Do they 
know who he is? 

Jacob. Oh yes, fir!—He was rich! A gentle- 
man in his own country! 

Sic y. And did you take care they ſhould not 
know you * 

Jacob. To be ſure, fir! You had given me 
my leſſon! 

Silkv, Ay, ay, Jacob! That's right !—You are 
a find oy! Mind me, and I'll make a man of 
you !-=: And you think they had heard nothing of 
his having called on me ? 

Jacob. Not a word! 

Silky. [ Ajide] It was a lucky miſtake ! Lo 
Well, Jacob! Keep cloſe ! Don't ſay a word, an 
III give you—Pll give you a crown! 

Facob, You promiſed me a guinea, fir! 

Silky. Did 1, Jacob? Did 1? Well, well! Il 
give you a guinea ! But be cloſe! Did you call 
at the widow Warren's ? 

Jacob. Yes, ir. 

Silky. And will ſhe ſee me? 

Jacob. She deſires you will be there in an hour. 

Silky. Very well, Jacob Keep cloſe! Not a 
word about the foreign gentleman, or bis having 
been here a week ago, or his being taken ſud- 


denly ill and dying! Le It is a Jucky ſtroke! 
Cloſe, Jacob, my boy! 


Jacob. But give me the guinea, fir! 
Sky. What now, Jacob? 
Tacos. If you fir. Tm may forget— 


Silky. 
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Silky. Well, there, Jacob; there! You'll be à 
rich man, Jacob! A cunning fellow! I read it 


in your countenance, Jacob ! Cloſe, Jacob, and 


then—! 

Jacob. Perhaps you'll give me another? 

Silky. Well ſaid, Jacob! You'll be a great man! 
Mind what I ſay to you, and you'll be a great 
man !—Here's ſomebody coming ! Go, Jacob ! 
Cloſe ! 

Jacob. And another guinea ? Exit. 

Silky. This is a lucky ſtroke! ¶ Enter Goldſincb 
So, Mr. Goldfinch? What do you want? 

Goldfinch, Money—A thouſand pounds directly. 

Silky. Fine talking, Mr. Goldfinch ! Money's 
a ſcarce commodity ! Times are tickliſh ! 

Goldjinch. Tellee I muſt have it. 

Silky. Give me but good ſecurity, and you know 
I'm your friend. 

Goldfinch. Ves; good ſecurity and fifty per cent! 

Siley. Why look you there now! For all you 
know the laſt annuity I had of you, I gave a full 
hundred more than was offered by your friend 
Aaron, the Jew ! 

Geldfinch. My friend? Your friend! You col- 
logue together. 

Silky. Hear you now! For all you know I 
have always been your friend; always ſupplied 
you with money, have not I? And when I ſaw 
You running to ruin, 1 never told you of it, did 
12 I was willing to make all things ealy | 

Geldfinch. Eaſy enough! You have pretty well 
eaſed me! 3 

Silky, There is your companion, Jack Milford; 


1 ſhall be a heavy loſer by him! 


Goldfinch. Ah! It's all up with poor Jack ! 
He's fixed at laſt! | 
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Silky, What do you mean ? 

Geldfinch. Old Dornton has ſent the Nab-man 
after him ! 

Silky. And arreſted him ? 

Goldfinch. Ves, he's touched! 

Silky. | Calling] Jacob! | Enter Jacob] Run as 
faſt as you can to my good friend Mr. Strawſhoe, 
the attorney, and tell him to take out detainders 
for all the debts I have bought up againſt Mr, 
Milford ! Make haſte ! | 

Jacch. Yes, fir. [Exit. 

Goldfinch, J thought you were Jack Milford's 
friend, too ! 

Silky. So I am, Mr. Goldfinch ; but I muſt 
provide for my family ! 

Goldfinch. Come, come The bit !—Tellee I 
want the coal, directly! Sale at Tatterſall's to- 
morrow morning | Three Herod: brood mares 
with each an Echpſe colt! Would not loſe em for 
all Lombard- ſtreet ! So will you let me have the 
bit ? 

Silky, Dear, dear! I tell you I can't, Mr. Gold- 
finch. 

Geldfinch, Then ſome other Jew muſt. 

Silky. Jew! Hear you! Hear you! This it is 
to be the friend of an ungrateful ſpendthrift! Calls 
me Jew! I, who go to morning prayers every 
day of my lite, and three times to tabernacle on a 
Sunday | 

Goldfinch. Yes | You cheat all day, tremble all 
night, and act the hypocrite the firſt thing in the 
morning. [ Going. 

Silky. Nay but ſtay, Mr. Goldfinch! Stay! I 
want to talk to you !—l have a ſcheme to make 
a man of you! | 

Goldfinch, What? Bind me 'prentice to a 
uſurer ? 


Silky. 
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Silky, Pſhaw ! You are in purſuit of the widow 
Warren ? 

Goldfinch. Well? 

Silky. Now what will you give me, and I'll 
ſecure her to you ? 

Goldfinch. You ? 

Siley. I! 

Goldjinch. Which way? 

Silky. I have a deed in my power, I won't tell 
you what, but I have it, by which I can make her 
marry the man I pleaſe, or remain a widow all her 
life; and that I am ſure ſhe will never do if ſhe 
can help it. 

Goldfinch. You a deed ? 

Silky. Yes, I. 

Goldfinch. Shew it me ! 

Silky. Not for twenty thouſand pounds! De- 
pend upon me, I have it! I tell you I'm your 
friend, and you ſhall have her! That is on proper 
condictions—If not, Mr. Goldfinch, you ſhall not 
have her ! 

Geldfinch. Indeed, old Judas! Well, what are 
your conditions ? 

Sil. J find the late alderman died worth a 
hundred and fifty thouſand pounds ! 

Goldfinch. Ay? 

Silky. Every farthing, Mr. Goldfinch! And 
my conſcience tells me that, riſk and character 
and all things conſidered, I muſt come in for my 
thirds. 

Goldfinch. Y our conſcience tells you that ? 

Silky. Yes, it does, Mr. Goldfinch—F ifty thou- 
ſand is a fair price. 

Gold ſinch. F or the ſoul of a miſer. 

Silky. If you'll join me, ſay ſo. 

Goldjinch, Fifty thouſand ? 

Silky. 
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Silky. Not a farthing leſs! What, will there 
not be a hundred thouſand remaining ? 

4 5 Why that's true !—[t will cut a fine 
aſh ! 

Silky. To be ſure it will! Come with me! IIII 
draw up a ſketch of an agreement, After which 
we mult fight cunning—The widow is a vain weak 
woman—Y ou mult get her written promiſe ! 

| Goldfinch., Written? 

Silky. Under her own hand ; with a good round 
penaky 1 in caſe of forfeiture ! 

Goldfach. Well ſaid, old one 

Silky. Not leſs than twenty thouſand pounds ! 
A jury would grant half! 

Goldfinch. Why you're a good one! 

Silky. That would ſecure ſomething, and we 
would ſnack ! 

Goldfinch. Dammee 277 're a deep one 

Silky. Ah, ha, ha, ha! Do you think I am, 
Mr. Goldfinch ?—Signed on a {tamp ! 

Goldfinch. You know a thing or two ! 

- Silky. Ah, ha, ha ha! Do you think I do, Mr. 
Goldfinch ? 

Galafinch. | You can teach 'em to bite the 

bubble 
Silky. Ah, ha, ha, ha! You joke, Mr. Gold- 
finch, you joke! | 

Goldfinch. But the devil will have you at laſt! 

Siley. Lord forbid; Mr. Goldfinch! Don't ter- 
rify me!—I hate the devil, Mr. Goldfinch ; in- 
2 I do! I hate the name 'of him! Heaven keep 
me out of bis fiery clutches ! | 

Goldfinch. No : he has you fafe enough! Bait 
his trap but with a Sainea, and he 1 is ſure to find 
you nibbling! g 

hy. Don't raſk about the der, Mr. Gold- 

G finch ! 
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Finch! Pray don't! But think about the widow : 
ſecure her. 


Goidfinch, J muſt have the coal though this 
evening, ? 

Si ty. Don't loſe a moment, Mr. Goldfinch ! 

Goldfiach. Muſt not loſe the Eclipſe colts ! 

Silky. Pſhaw, Mr. Goldfinch, think leſs of the 
colts and more of the widow | Get her promiſe in 
black and white! [ Golafinch going. 

Goldfinch. | Turns] Tellee I muſt have em 

Silky. All will then be ſafe ! | 

Goldſinch. Muſt have em! [ Exeunt, 


END OF THE SECOND ACT. 


A c T Ul. 


SCENE I. The Houſe of the Widow Warns. 
JENNY and SOPHIA meeting. 
JexNy. 


H, miſs ! I have got ſomething for you ! 1 
Sopbia. Something for me! What is it? 
What is it? 


Jem. ¶ Her hand bebind ber] What will you 
give me? 

Sepbia. Oh I'll give you | Feeling in ber pock i 
La, I've got no money! But I'll give you a Ki 
and owe you ſixpence. 

Jen. No. A ſhilling without the kiſs. 

Well, well, a ſhilling, 


Jem. 
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Penny. There then. | Giving her a ſmall parcel. 

Sophia. La! What is it? [Reads] © To Mils 
* Sophia Freelove. And ſuch a beautiful ſeal ! 
It's a pity to break it, | Opening the * La! 
Nothing but a plum- cake! 

Jenny. Is that all? 

Sophia. [ Conſidering] Ecod !—Ha, ha, ha, ha, 
ha! I do think—As ſure as ſixpence it is It 
1s | — 

Fenny. Is what? 

Sophia. Oh la, it is! | 

Jemy. What's the matter with the girl? 

Sophia. Ecod, Jenny, it is the moſt Curious 
plum-cake you ever ſaw |! 

Jenny. I ſee nothing curious about it! 

Sophia. Oh but you ſhall ſee | Give me a knife 
Oh no, that would ſpoil all- Look you, Jenny, 
look Do but look ! | Breaks open the cake and 
finds a valentine] Ha, ha, ha, ha! I told you ſo! 
The ſweet, dear! [ Kiſſes it] Did you ever ſee ſuch 
a plum- cake in your whole life, Jenny? And look 


here! [Opening the valentine] Oh, how beautiful! 
'— The ſhape of a honey-ſackle |—What ſhould 


that mean ?—And two doves cooing! But here 
—Here's the writing, 


The woodbine ſweet and turtle dove 

Are types of chaſte and faithful love. 
Ah! Were ſuch peace and truth but mine, 
I'd gladly be your Valentine! 


[Repeating] Were ſuch peace and truth but mine 


1 now, Mr. 2 you know they are yours! 
Jenny. So, ſo! Mr. Doraton ſends you valen- 
tines, miſs ? 


Sophia. Oh yes, Jenny! He is the kindeſt, 


ſweeteſt, handſomeſt 1 4 eman 


Jemy. You muſt give me that valentine, miſs, 
Sophia. Give it you! 


G 2 Jenny. 
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Jenny. Yes; that I may ſhew it your mamma. 

Sophia. Indeed but don't you think it ! I would 
not give you this tiny bit of paper, no, not for a 
diamond as big—as big as the whole world !— 
And if you were to tell ma', and ſhe were to take 
it from me, I'd never love you, nor forgive you, 
as long as I live! 

Jenny. Oh but indeed, miſs, I'm not obliged to 
keep lecrets for nothing ! 

Sepbia. Nah, Jenny, you know I am very 
good to you. And here Here Don't tell ma”, 
and I'll give you this filver thimble. [| Exit Jenny. 


Enter Widow W ARREN and Mr. SULKY. 


Widow. You are a very ſhocking perſon, Mr. 
Sulky !—The wild man of the woods broke looſe! 
Do return to your keeper,” good Orang Outang; 


and don't go about to terrify children ! 


Sulty. I tell you, madam, Mr, Milford is ar- 
reſted. 
| Sophia. My brother? 
Sulky. Locked up at a balliff's in the text 
ſtreet. 
Sophia. Oh dear! | 
Widow. And pray now what is that to me ? 
Sulky. Madam! f 
Widow. I am not arreſted, 
Sulky. Would you were! 
Widow. Oh the ſavage! 


Suky. The pitileſs only ſhould feel. pain. The EE; 


ſtony-hearted alone ſhould be encloſed by walls 
of ſtone. 

Sophia. Don't be rst with ma', ſir: I'm {ure 
ſhe'll releaſe my brother. 0 
Widow. You are ſure, minikin ! | | 

Sophia. Yes, ma'; for I am ſure no foul on 
earth would ſuffer a fellow creature to > lic and 
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pine to death, in a frightful dark dungeon, and 
fed with bread and water! 

Sulky. Your, late huſband recommended the Me: 
ment of his ſon's debis. 

I/i4w. Recommended? 

Hes ty Yes. ' 

IV idow, But leaving it to my own prudence, 

S:ulky. More's the pity. 

Il idm. Which prudence I ſhall follow. 

\ Sully. It will be the firſt time in your hfe— 
You never yet followed prudence, 8 always 
ran before it. | 

Sephia. Nay come, dear ma', I am ſure you 
have a pitiful heart! TI am ſure you could not 

0 reſt in your bed if my poor brother was in pri- 
{on ! | 

Widow. Hold your prattle, child ! 
Sophia. Ah! I'm ſure you'll make him happy, 
and pay his debts ! _ 


1 18 Midow. Why, Jenny ! [ Calling, 
Sulky. You won't? 
Widow. Jenny | Enter Jenny. 


Sophia. La, dear fir, have patience— 
Sulky. You are an angel —And you are— |! 
| Exit, 
- Sophia. Nay pray, fir, do ftay | [Exit following. 
Widow. I am glad the monſter is gone! He is I 
a very e perſon — Pray, Jenny, how did 1 
it happen that Mr. Dornton went away without 
ſeeing me ? | 


Euter SERVANT and Mr. SILKY. 


Servant. Mr. Silky, madam. 4 
Widow. Leave us, Jenny. [Exit Jemy] So, 
Mr. Silky — What is this very urgent buſineſs of 

you? 
Silky. [ Looking round] Are we ſafe, madam ? 
Will 
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Will nobody interrupt us ; nobody over-hear 
us ? 


IVidow. No, no—But what is the meaning of 


all this caution ? 


Silky. | After faſtening the door and carefully draw. 
ing the Will from his pocket} Do you know this 
band-writing, madam ? | 


IVidow. Ah llt is my poor old dear man's, I 


ſee. 

Silky. Lou have heard of a will he left in 
France? 

Widow. Pſhaw! Will indeed? He left no 
will ! | 

Silky. Yes, he did, madam. 

Iſidow. I won't believe it! He loved me too 
well to rob me of a ſingle guinea ! Poor ſimple 
hs ! I was his darling! 


Silky. His darling, madam ?—With your per- 


miſſion, I will juſt read a fingle clauſe in which his 
darling is mentioned! Look, madam ; it is the 
alderman's band ! [Reads] * But as I have ſome- 
times painfully ſuſpected the exceſſive affection 
© which my ſaid wife, Winifred Warren, profeſſed 
for me during my decline, and that the ſolemn 

© proteſtations "ſhe made never to marry again, 
© ſhould ſhe* ſurvive me, were both done with 
_ © ſiniſter views, it is my will that, ſbould ſhe 
* marry, or give a legal promiſe of marriage, writ- 
© ten or verbal, that ſhe ſhall be cut off with an 
© annuity of fix hundred a year; and the reſidue 
of my effects in that caſe to be equally divided 


between my natural fon, John Milford, and my 


© wife's daughter, Sophia Freelove. 
Widow. Six hundred a year! An old dotard ! ! 
« To imagine that a woman of my elegant ideas 
« could exiſt on fix hundred a year!” Brute! 
Monſter ! I hate him nom as heartily as when 
"1 0 
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be was alive! But pray, ſir, how came you by 
this will? 


Silky. Why it was odd enough! And yet eaſy 


enough! My name is Silky, madam 
Widow. Well ? 


Silky. And you know the executor's name is 


Sulky— 


Widow. Well? 

Silky. The gentleman that delivered it only 
made a miſtake of a letter, and gave it to Mir. 
Silky inſtead of to Mr. Sulky! 

Widow, And where is that gentleman ? 

Silky. Ah, poor man !—He is dead! 

Widow. Dead ? 

Silky. And gone !—* Was taken ill the very 
e night he parted from me, went to his hotel, 
< was put to bed in a high fever, and carried off 
in leſs than a week.” 

Widow. And does Mr. Sulky know of this will 
being delivered ? 

Silky. Not a ſyllable! It's all cloſe and ſmooth ! 

Widow. So much the better—Come, give it 
me, and _ 

Silty. Excuſe me has, madam | I can't do that! 

Widow. Why ſo? 

Silky. My conſcience won't let me! 1 muſt 


provide for my family! 


_ Widow. And pray what proviſion is this will ro 
wal for your family, Mr. Silky? 

Silky. Why, Madam, I have a propoſal—You 
1 the power of your own charms 

Widow. Which 1 believe is more than you do, 
Mr. Silk y— | 

Silky, Hah! Don- t ſay W. alem Don't 
fay ſol Would I were a handſome, rich and well- 
born youth l- But you know Mr. Goldfinch ?— 
Ah, ha, ha, ba! I could tell you a ſecret! _ - 
19 4 Widows 
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PVidow. What, that he is dying for me, I ſup- 
oſs 7 | 


Silly. Ah!—So ſmitten !—Talks of nothing 
elſe ! 
Widow. And is that any ſecret, think you? 


Silky. The alderman I find died worth more 
than a plum and a half 


Widow, Well? 

Silky. T have talked the matter over with my 
friend, Mr. Goldfinch, and he thinks it but rea- 
ſonable, that for a ſecret of ſo much importance, 
which would almoſt ſweep the whole away, I ſhould 
receive one third. 

Widow. Fifty thouſand pounds, Mr. Silky ? 

Silky. I can't take leſs. 

Widow, Why you are a greater rogue than even 
I thought yon! 
Silky. Lord, madam, it's no roguery ! It's only 


a knowledge "of the world! A young, huſband 


with a hundred thouſand pounds, or poor fix 
hundred a year without any huſband ! 

Widow. You are a very ſhocking old miſer, 
Mr. Silky ! A very repulſive ſort of a perſon ! 
What heart you had is turned to ftone! Youare 
inſenſible of the power of a pair of fine eyes !- But 
J have made a conqueſt that places me beyond 
your reach I mean to may Mr. Dornton! 


Silky. [Surpriſed] What! Old Mr. Dornton, 


madam ? 

Widow. Old Mr. Dornton, man? —I never faw 
the figure in my life! No! The gay and gal- 
lant young Mr. Dornton! The pride of the city, 
and the lawful monarch of my bleeding heart! 

.. Silky. Ha, ha, ba! Young Mr. Dornton ! 

- Widow. So you may take your will and light 
your fires with it! You will not make a penny 


15 


bu 
2 mel 


1s Mr. Dornton's partner, and when I marry Mr. 
Dornton he will never inflict the abſurd penalty. 
Silky. Ha, ha, ha! No, madam ! When you 
marry Mr. Dornton, that he certainly never will ! 
Bur if any accident ſhould happen to prevent the 
match, you will then let me hear from you ? | 
Widow. Lord, good man! Don't mention the 
horrid idea! Bo leave me to my delightful me- 
citations! I would indulge in ſoft ſenfibility and 
dreams of bliſs; and not be diſturbed by dead 
men's wills, or the ſordid extortions of an avari- 


. cious old rogue 


Silky. Very well, madam ! The ſecret for the 
preſent remains between ourſelves! You'll be 


ſilent for your own ſake ! Only remember, ha, 


ha, ha! If you ſhould wart me, I hve at Number 

40. My name is on the door. Ha, ha, ha! Mr. 

Dornton ! Good morning, madam ! Mr. Dorn- | 

ton! Ha, ha, ha! You'll ſend if you ſhould 

want me ? [Exit laughing. 
Widow. Jenny! | Calling. 


Enter JENNY. 


Jonny. Ma- am! 

Widow. As I was ſaying, Jenny, pray how did 
it happen that Mr. Dornton went away without 
{ſeeing me? 

Jem. Indeed, ma'am, I don't know. 

Widow, Cruel youth . 

Jenn. I'm ſure, ma'am, I wonder how you can 
like him better than Mr. Goldfinch ! v 
_ | Widow. Mr. Goldfinch is very wel! Jenny— 
But Mr. Dornton! Oh incomparable . 

Jenny. 1 am ſure, ma'am, if I was a * lady, 
and a handſome lady, and a fine lady, oo you, 
I ſhould ſay Mr, 9 for my money 

H Widow. 
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idw. Should you, Jenny wen, I don't 


know Languiſbing 
: Goldfinch, | Without] Tellee I muſt ſee her. 
: Widow, As 1 live, here he comes! He is ſuch 
x boifterous perſon | [Goes 10 the glas] How do I 


look, Jenny? I proteſt my face is of all colours! 
Jerry. [ Significantly after examining] You had 


better go up to your toilette for a minute. 
- Widow, That ſmooth- tongued old extortioner 


bas put me into ſuch a end t let him go, 


Jenny, - _— 

Fenny, Never ivr: ma'am, | 

' Widow, I'll not ſtay too long... [ Exit. 
Eier GoLDFincu, his Clothes, Het, and Boats dir- 


tied by a Fall, 


Goldfnch. Here I am—All alive. 

Jenny. Dear! What's the matter? 

- Goldfinch. Safe and found 1 Fine kick up! f 
Jem. Have you been thrown ? 


n 4 Ln RARE. q * = 
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Goldfnch. Pitched five -· and- twenty feet into a 


ditch—Soule ! 
Jenm. Dear me! 
Goldfinch, 3 commence e No matter 

Limbs whole Heart ſound— That's your tort ! 1 
Jenm. Where did it happen? 


. 


Cola fnch. Bye road Baek of Hington—Had | 


them tight in hand too - Came to a ſhort turn and 


a narrow lane Upflew a damned dancing - maſter's 
umbrella - Bounce — Off they went Road re- 
pairing - Wheelbarrow in the way - Craſh Out 


few I—Whiz—Fire flaſhed Lay ſtunned Got 


up Looked foolſh—Shafts broke—Snarler and 


| Black guard both down—Black-and-all-black pay 
ing away, pannels {maſhed traces cut, Starler 


lamed. 
Jen, Terrible? dle = 00 
+ | Geldfch, 
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' . Goldfnch. Damned mad !—Carſed a few, cut 
up Black-and-all-black, horſewhipped Tom, toak 
coach and drove here like a devil in a whirlwind ! 

Jenny. Tis very well-your neck's not broke ! 

Goldfinch, Little {tiff—No 'matter—Damn all 
dancing-maſters and their umbrellas ! 

Fenny. You had better have. been here, Mr, 
Goldfinch. You ſtand ſo long, ſhilly ſhally, that 
you'll be cut out at laſt, If you had but a licence 
now in your pocket, I'd nne! e you 


married in halt an hour! 


Goldfinch. Do you think ſo ? 
- Fenny, Think ? I'm ſure on't, 

Goldfinch, mans I'll poſt away and get one 
— Muſt not loſe her; the game's up it 1 0 1— 
Muſt have her ! Be true to me, and I'll ſecure you 


the hundred I'll be back from *. nen in 
A {mack ! 


Enter the Widow Wan REN, 


 Goldfinch. Ah! Widow! Here am 1! [Runs up 
ro her, kiſſes her boiſterouſiy, and dirties her clothes, } 

Widow. I proteſt, Mr. Goldfinch— ! Was ever 
the like 3 at berfelf.] 
 Goldfinch. Never mind, bruſh off—I'm the lad ! 
geen to Hatchet 's—Peſpoke the wedding-coach. 

Widow. ButSir— _ 

Goldfinch. Pannels tripe painted Hammer- 
cloth fringed Green and white —Curtains feſ- 
tooned Patent wheels Silver furniture — All flaſh 
Light as a bandbox — Trundle and ſpin, after 
my greys like a Tandem down hil—Paſs—Shew 
2 7 the. road—Whurr—Whizz-gig That's er 

rt 
_  Hidow. It Spee erb mY 

_ Goldfinch, Superb ? | With cantem ans . 

1 gape 
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the gaze !—The rich widow and the tight one! 
— There they go !—Away they bowl !—That's 
yout fort! _ 

Widow. You have a taſte for theſe hikes, 
«© Mr. Goldfinch!“ 

Goldfinch. © Tafte !—Belteve I have—Who 
* more ?—Phaetons and Currictes, Parks and 
c Pleafure-grounds— Up hill and down—High- 
« ways and bye-ways”—F'm the boy that ſhall 
drive you! 

Widow. Pardon me, Mr. Goldfinch; if a cer- 
tain event were by the wiſe diſpofition of Provi- 
dence to take place, I ſhould think proper to 
drive. 

Goldfinch. Y on drive If you do, damn me: 

Widcw. Sir! 

- Goldfinch. Pm chriſtened and called Charles 
Charles Goldfinch—The knowing Lad that's not 
to be had Winter and Summer Fair weather 
and foul Lo ruts or no ruts Never take a falſe 
quarter No, no, Widow—I drive Hayait !— 
Ah !—Ah ! Get on I—St—St— Touch White- 
foot in the flank—Tickle Snarler in the ear Cut 
up the Nelper— Take out a fly's eye— Smack, 
crack - That's your ſort! 

Mido. I aſſure you, Mr. Goldfinch, you en- 
tertain very improper ſuppoſitions concerning 

Cola inch. Go for the licence Going] 

Widow, Nay but ſurely, Mr.— 

* Goldfinch, Go for the licence—Refolved—Tak- 
en it here. ¶ Pointing to his forehea 

Widow. If retrofpect and—an affection threw 
no other obſtacles in the way - Vet the - the World 
Prudence. 

Goldfinch, The World Prudence ;—Damn the 
World — Damn Prudence. 

Nido. Oh but, ſi— 


GColanuch. 
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Goldfinch. The world nor nobody elſe. has no- 
ching to do with neither your prudence nor mine 
— We'll be married immediately 

WWidow. Immediately, Mr. Goldfinch !1—I— 
[ Undectded] 

Goldfinch. What, you won't ? , 

Widow. Nay, Mr. Goldfinch—I—do not— ab- 
ſolutely renunciate—But I—wiſh— 

Goldfinch. It was over—Know you do—Go for 
the licence— | 

Widow. Pray—Dear Mr. Goldfinch— 

Goldfinch. Go for the licence, I tellee. 

' Widow. Only a word | 

Goldſinch. To the wiſe—I'm he—Go for the 
licence That's your ſort! " [Exit. 

Widow. Mr. Goldfinch -I declare 

[I Exit following. 


SCENE {ies to the Houſe of Don x rox. 
Mr. DoxN rox and Mr. SMITH. 


Dornton. Still. the ſame hurry, the ſame crowd, 
Mr. Smith ? 

Mr. Smith, Much the ſame, fir : the houſe ne- 
ver experienced a day like this! Mr. Sulky thinks 
we ſhall never get through. 

Doruton. Is Milford taken? 

Mr. Smith. Yes, fir, 01 

Dornton. Unprincipled prodigal ! My ſon owes 
his ruin to him alone. But he ſhall ſuffer ! 

Mr. Smith, My young maſter” $ tradeſmen are 
waiting. 

' Dornton, Bid them come in. [Exit Mr. Smi!b? 
Alt my own fault, my own fond folly ! Denied 
him nothing, encouraged him to ſpend ; and now 


<* the unnatural father can coolly think of turning | 
9 . on the wide pitileſs * there to ſtarve; 
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« pine in a priſon, rot in dungeons, among agues, 
tc rheums and loathſomeneſs !” 


Re-enter Mr. Suirn followed by Tradeſmen. 


Mr. Smith. This way, gentlemen ! 

Dernton.. Zounds! What an army !—A vile 
thoughtleſs profligate !—** Yes, yes, miſery be 
t his portion; he merits it!“ 


Enter Servant. 


Servant. [To Mr. Dornton] You are wanted i in 
the counting-houſe, fir. 

Dornton. Very well. I'll be with you in a mo- 
ment, gentlemen—A bandoned ſpendthrift 

[ Exit followed by Mr. Smith. 

Firſt T. I don't like all this! What does it mean? 

Second T, Danger! 

Third T. He has been a good cuſtomer—None 
of your punctual paymaſters, that look over their 
accounts. 

Firſt T. Oh, a different thing ! Nothing to be 
got by chem— Always take care to affront them. 

Second T. Perhaps it is a trick of the old gentle- 
man, to inſpect into our charges. 

Third T. I don't like that Rather hear of any 
tax than of taxing my bill, _ 

Firſt T. Humph ! Tradeſmen begin to under- 
ſtand theſe. things, and allow a reaſonable profit! 

Second T. Can't have leſs than fifty per cent. 
for retail credit trade ! 

Third T. To be ſure not; if a man would live 
in ſtyle, and fave a fortune as he ought, 

Fir T. Huſh ! Mind—All deviliſh hard run! 

Omnes. Certainly ! 


Firſt T. Not a guinea in the houſe !—To-mor- 
row's ads Ban, 


IC Re-enter 


„ * — 
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Re-enter Mr. DonNToON. - 
Dornton. Your ſervant, gentlemen, your ſer- 


vant. Pray how happens it that you bring your 


accounts 1n here ? 
Firſt T. We received notice, fir. 

Dornton. You have none of you any demands 
upon me? 

Firſt T. Happy to ſerve you, fir. 

Second T. We ſhall all be glad of your cuſtom, fir. 

Omnes. All, all! 

Dornton. And do you come expecting to be 

id? 
5. % T. Money, fir, is always agreeable |! 

Second T. Tradeſmen find it a fcarce commo- 
dity! 

25 bird T. Bills come round quick ! 

Fourth T. Workmen mult eat! 

Second T. For my part, I always give a gentle- 
man, who is a gentleman, his own time. 


Dornton. I underſtand you !—And what are you, 


fir, who ſeem to ſtand apart from the reſt ? 

Hofier. A hoſier, fir, I am unworthy the com- 
pany of theſe honeſt gentlemen, who live in ſtyle. 
I never affront a punctual paymaſter, not I : and, 
what they will think ftrange, I get more by thoſe 
who do look over their bills, than thoſe who do- 
not ! 

Firſt T. Humph 1) 

Second T. Blab! Aide. 

Third T. Shab 


Dornton. And what may be the amount of your 


bill, or? 

Fofier. A trifle, for which I have no * to aſk. 

Dornton. No right! What do you mean? 

. Hofter. Your fon, fir, made me what I am; 
redeemed me and my fatnily from ruin; and it 
Would be an ill eau of his 1 to roo 

ere, 
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here, like a dun, at ſuch a time as this; when I 
would rather, if that could help him, give him 
every ſhilling I have in the world. 

Dornton. Would you? Would you! a [Greatly 
affected — Lou look like an onal man !—Bur 
what do you do here then ? 

Hoffer. Mr. Dornton, fir, knew I ſhould be 
unwilling to come, and- ſent me word he would 
never {pz2ak to me more if I did not; and, rather 
than offend him, I would even come here on a 
buſineſs like this. 

Dernton. | Shakes him by the hand} You are an 
honeſt fellow! An unaccountable— ! And fo Harry 
has been your friend ? | 

Ileſier. Yes, ſir; a liberal- minded friend; for 
he lent me money, though I was lincere enough 
to tell him of his faults. 

Dornten. Zounds, far ! How came you to be a 


weaver of ſtockings ? 


Hefier. 1 don't know, fir, how I came to be at 
all ; J only know that here I am. 
| Dornton. A philoſopher | 
Hofer. 1 am not fond of titles, fir—I'm a man, 
Dornton. Why is it not a ſhame, now, that the 
ſoul of Socrates ſhould have crept and hid itfelf in 


the body of a ſtocking-weaver ? Give me your bill! 


Hefier. Excuſe me, fir. 
Dornton. Give me your bill, [ tell you! In 
pay this bill myſelf. 5 7 > Wn 

Hofier. I cannot, muſt not, fir. 

Dornton. 5 I inſiſt on Euter Harry Doax- 
rox So, ſir! [ Turning angrily round | Why have 
you aſſemhled theſe people into whoſe debt you 
have diſhoneſtly run, wanting the power to pay; 
and who have as diſhoneſtly truſted you, hoping 
to proſit exorbitantly by your extravagance? 7 

Ham Oh, far, you! don't know them! They 

3 are 
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are very complaiſant, indulgent kind of people. 
Are not you, gentiemen? 

Fir? T. Certainly, fir, 

Ones, Certainly. 

Harry. Be kind enough to wait a few minutes 
without, my very good friends. | Exeunt Tradeſmen.] 
Mr. Williams—| Takes his hand} 

Heier. Sir | Exit, 

Dornton. How dare you introduce this {warm 
of locuſts here? How dare you? 
Harry. | With continued good humour] Deſpair, fir, 
is a dauntleſs hero. 

Dornton, Have you the effrontery to ſuppoſe 
that I can or ſhall pay them? What is it you 
mean ? | 

Harry. To let you ſee I have creditors. 

Dornton. Cheats! Bloodſuckers! / 

Harry. Some of them: but that is my fault— 
They muſt be paid. 

Dornton. Paid! 

Harry. The innocent muſt not ſuffer for the 
gmlty. 

Dornton. You will die in an alms-houſe! | 

Harry. May be ſo; but the orphan's and the 
widow's curſe ſhall not meet me there ! 

. Dornton. Harry! Zounds! | Checking bis foud- 
eſs] Paid! Whom-do you mean to rob? 

Harry. My name is Dornton, ſir. 

Dornton. Are you not— ? | Wanting words.] 

Harry. Yes, ſir. | 

Dornton. Quit the room! Begone-! 

Harry. You are the beſt of men, ſir, and I—! 
But I hate whining. Repentance is a pitiful ſcoun- 
drel, that never brought back a ſingle yelterday. 


Amendment is a fellow of more mettle—Bur it is 


too late Suffer I ought, and ſuffer I muſt—My 
„ debts 


- — — - — — — 
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debts of honour diſcharged, do not let my tradeſ- 
men go unpaid. 
Dornton. You have ruined me ! 


Harry. The whole is but five thouſand pounds! 


Dornten. But ?—The counter is loaded with the 
deſtruction you have brought upon us all! 

Harry. No, no—l have been a ſad fellow, but 
not even my extravagance can ſhake this houſe. 


Enter Mr. SMITH, in conſternation. 


Mr. Smith. Bills are pouring in fo faſt upon us 
we ſhall never get through ! 
Harry. | Struck] What! What is that you ſay ? 


Mr. Smith. We have paid our light gold ſo 


often over that the people are very ſurly ! 

Dornten. Pay it no more !—Scll it inſtantly for 
what it is worth, diſburſe the laſt guinea, and ſhut 
up the doors! | 

Harry. [| Taking Mr. Smith aſiae] Are you ſerious ? 

Mr. Smith. Sir! 

Harry. | Inpatiently.] Are you ſerious, I ſay? — 
Is it not ſome trick to impoſe upon me? 


Mr. Smith. Look into the ſhop, fir, and con- 


vince yourſelf !—If we have not a ſupply in half 


an hour we mult ſtop ! [ Exit. 


Harry. | Wildly] Tol de rol—My father! Sir! 
[Turning away] Is it poſſible ?—Diſgraced ?— 
Ruined ?—In reality ruined By me? Are theſe 
things ſo ?—Tol de rol— 

Dernton. Harry !—How you look -V ou frighten 
me! 

Harry. [ Starting] It ſhall be done! 


Dornton. What do you mean ?—Calm yourſelf, i 


Harry! | 
Harry. Ay! By heaven! 
Dornton. Hear me, Harry ! 
Harry, This inſtant ! | Going] | 
| | Wo.  Dorntoz. 
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Dornton. | Calling] Harry! 

Harry. Don't droop ! [| Returning] Don't de- 
ſpair ! I'll find relief—[ Aide] Firſt to my friend — 
He cannot fail? But if he ſhould I- Why ay, then 
to Megæra !—T will marry her, in ſuch a cauſe, 
were ſhe fifty widows, and fifty furies! 

Dornton. Calm yourſelf, Harry! 

Harry. I am calm! Very calm !—lt ſhall be 
done Don't be dejected—You are my father 
You were the firſt of men in che firſt of cities 
Revered by the good and reſpected by the great 
Lou flouriſhed proſperouſſy l But you had a 
{on !—I remember it 

Dornton. Why do you roll your eyes, Harry ? 

Harry. 1 won't be long away ! 

Dornton. Stay where you are, Harry! | Catching 
bis hand) All will be well! I am very happy! 
Do not leave mel I am very happy !—lIndeed 1 
am, Harry !—Very happy! 

Harry. Tol de rol—Heaven bleſs you, fir ! 


You are a worthy gentleman !—1'll not be long 


Dornton. Hear me, Harry !—I am very happy! 


Enter a Clerk. 
Clerk, Mr. Smith, fir, defires to know whether 


Ve may ſend to the Bank for a thouſand pounds 


worth of filver. 
Harry. | Furiouſly] No, ſcoundrel ! 


[ Breaks away and Exit. 
Dornton. [ Calling LY almoſt ſebbing] Harry !— 


Harry !—I am very happy !—Harry Doraton ! 
In a 2 of ſtupor]! 1 am very happy - Very 
happy! _ [ Exit following. 


SCENE changes to the Houſe of Mr. SiLk v. 


Mr. SILKY and JAcos. 


Silky. Mr. Goldfinch not called yet, Jacob J 
Y I 2 Jacch. 


h 
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Jacob. No, fir. 

Silky. Nor any meſſage from the widow ? 

Jacob. No, fir. | Knocking heard.) 

 Siiky. See who knocks, Jacob! ¶ Exit Jacob! I 
dare ſay it is one or t'other! They muſt come to 
me at laſt! 


Ente, HARRY DornToN in wild haſte, following 


Jacos. 
Harry. | Entering] Are you ſure he is at home ? 
Jacob. He is here, fir. Exit. 


Harry. Mr. Silky—! | Panting. 

Silky. Ah! My dear Mr. Dornton, how do 
you do? I hope you are very well! I am ex- 
ceedingly glad to ſee you! This call is ſo kind, 
ſo condeſcending ! It gives me infinite pleaſure | 

Harry. Mr. Silky, you muſt 1nſtantly grant me 
a favour ! | 

Silky. A favour! What is it? How can I 
ſerve you? I would run to the world's end. 

Harry. You muſt exert your whole friendſhip! 

Silky. Friendſhip, fir? Say duty! *T'was you 
that made a man of me! I ſhould have been 
ruined, in the Bench, I know not where or what, 
had you not come forward and ſupported me at 
the critical moment! And now I can defy the 
world ! / 


Harry. ¶ Impatiently] Hear me ! I know you 


Can. | 

Silky. Oh yes! The ſum you lent me, a 
lucky ſpeculation, five years of continual good for- 
tune, and other little lifts have made 'me—! 1 


won't ſay hat But, your father and perhaps ano- 


ther or two excepted, I ſay perhaps, ll ſhew- my 
head with the proudeſt of em. | 
Harry. Why then IT am a fortunate man! 
Silky. To be ſure you are! How can I ſerve 
you? What can Ido? Make me happy 
Bs Harry. 
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Harry. You can reſcue me from phrenſy 

Silky, Can I ?—I am proud! Infinitely happy! 
— What? How? I am a lucky fellow! Tell 
me which way ?—Where can I run? What can! 
do ? 

Harry. [ Dreading] The requeſt is ſerious— 
trying! 

Silky. So much the better! So much the bet- 
ter! Whom would I ſerve, if not you Tou! 
The fon of the firſt man in the city ! 

Harry. [Wildly] You miſtake! 

Silky. I don't! You are, you are ! Dornton 
and Co. may challenge the world, the houſe of 
Hope perhaps excepted ! | 

Harry. Woefully miſtake ! 

Sity. Pooh | | 

Harry. Our houſe is in danger of ſtopping 
payment! , 

Silky. Sir ?—Stop payment! 

Harry. My follies are the cauſe ! 

Silky. Stop payment? 

Harry. I have not been uſed to aſk favours— 
but— 

Silky. Stop payment ! 

Harry. Scorn me, curſe me, ſpurn me, but ſave 


my father! 


Silty. Stop payment ? 

Harry, What means this alteration in your 
countenance ? 

Silky. Oh dear, no! Ha, ha, ha! Not in the 
leaſt! Ha, ha, ha, I aſſure you, I, I, 1 

Harry. | have told you our ſituation. Yourſelf 
and two other friends muſt jointly ſupport my 
father, by your credit, to the amount of fifty thou- 
land pounds— Mark me + Muſt! _. 

Silly. Fifty thouſand ponnds, Mr. Dornton: 
Fifty thouſand pounds! Are you ah + 

e 
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Me? Fifty thouſand pounds! Me? Or half 
the ſum? Or a fifth of the ſum? Me! 

227 Prevaricating ſcound ! Hear me, 
fir ! 

Silky. | In fear] Yes, fir! 

Harry. 1 muſt be calm Burſting out] Are 
you not a—! I fay—Sir—You have yourſelf in- 
formed me of your ' ability; and I muſt inſiſt, ob- 
ſerve, fir ! I inſiſt on your immediate performance 
of this act of duty! 

Silky. Duty, and fifty thouſand pounds! Are 
you mad, Mr. Dornton? Are you mad? Or 
do you think me mad ? 

Harry. I think you the baſeſt of wretches ! 

Silky. Nay, Mr. Dornton, I would do any 
thing to ſerve you! Any thing, I proteſt to Hea- 
ven !—Would go any where, run— 

Harry. Of my errands, wipe my ſhoes! Any 
dirty menial office that coſt you nothing—And 
this you call ſhewing your gratitude ? 

Silky. Is it not, Mr. Dornton ? 

Harry. | His anger riſing]! And will you give 
no kelp to the houſe ? 

$i/zy. Nay, Mr. Dornton— ! 

Harry. After the favours you have been for 


years receiving, the profeſſions you have been 


daily making, and the wealth you have by theſe 
means been hourly acquiring! Will you not, 


ſir? 


Silky. [ Retreating] Nay, Mr. Dornton— ! 

Harry. Will you not, fir? 

Silky. Don't hurt a poor old man! I can't! 

Harry. | Seizing, ſhaking him, and throwing him 
from him] Scoundrel ! Exit. 

Silky. Bleſs my heart !—Stop payment ?—The 
houſe of Dornton Fifty thouſand pounds ?—T 
declare I am all of a tremble! James! William! 


7 Enter 
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Enter two Clerks. 


Have we any bills on the houſe of Dornton ? 

Firſt Clerk, I have juſt been examining the 
books, fir. We have bills to the amount 0t— 

Silky. How much? How much? A chend 
pounds ? | 

Firſt Clerk. Three, fir. 

Silky. Three !—Three thouſand ? Bleſs my 
heart! 

Firſt Clerk. We heard the news the very mo- 
ment after young Mr. Dornton came in! 

Silky. Run, pay the bills away! 

Firſt Clerk. Where, fir ? 

Silky. Any where! Any body will take 'em! 
Run with them to my dear friend, Mr. Smallware; 
it is too far for him to have heard of the craſh. 


Begone ! Don't leave him! Give my very beſt 


reſpects to him ! He will oblige me infinitely ! 
Fly! [Exit Firſt Clerk.| And go you, James, 
to the clearing houſe, and get it whiſpered among 
the clerks. Then, if there are any of Dornton's 
bills to be bought at fifty per cent. diſcount, let me 
know. I will buy up all I can—| Exit Clerk] It's 
a ſafe ſpeculation : I know the houſe : there muſt 
be a good round dividend. | Exit, 


END OF THE THIRD ACT, 
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A 3V0 


SCENE I. The Houſe of the Widow WARREN. 


Enter INN V followed by HARRY DorwnTon, who 


with an oppreſſed heart, but half drunk with wine 


and paſſion, aſſumes the appearance of wild and 
exceſſive gaiety. 


HARRY. 


WAY, Handmaid of Hecate! Fly! 
Jenny. Lord, fir, you don't mean as you 

Harry. Will you begone, Cerberea ?—Invite my 
Goddeſs to deſcend in a golden ſhower, and ſud- 
denly relieve theſe Og doubts. 

Jenny. Goddeſs -I knew you meant miſs 
% Sophy | 

Harry. Prime tormentrix to the Furies, be- 

ne 
emy. What, fir, to my old Miſtreſs? 

Harry. Hear you? — es! I want an old 
& Miſtreſs, with her old gold, inſtantly to relieve 
“ an injured old „ de rol—Vaaiſh, 
ce daughter of Nox! Tell her what a gay and 
cc Jove-ſick humour 1 am in—Tol de rol.” 


Enter Wi pow, and Exit Jexwy diſſatisfied. 


WWidew. | Smiling | Mr. Dornton ! ; 
Harry, Widow !—Here am I !—Phaeton the 
ſecond hurled from my flaming car! I come 
burning with fierce defires, devoutly bent on com- 
mitting the deadly fin of matrimony'! May theſe 


. things be? Speak, my ſaving Angel! 


Widow. Fie upon you! Ho can you throw 
one 
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* one into ſuch an inſuperable trepidation of 
46 ſpirits ? 

Harry. Will you have me ?—Pronounce but 
ce theblefſed Yes, and I am thine forever and for aye. 
Mido. Dear Mr. Dornton — ! You—l— 

Harry. “ Ay, ay I know very well The for— 
© mal No, the crimſon bluſh, the half- conſenting 
cc ſide-glance, the heſitating Yes, the palpitation 
& yiolent=We'll ſuppoſe them all There, there! 
66 —| have acted them over, and the parſon's 
5 tragical farce is going to begin!“ 

Widow. Nay, but—! Dear Mr. Dornton—! 

Harry. Do not imagine, amiable widow, that 
I am mad !—No, no, no !—| With a hyſteric laugh ] 
Only a little flighty Left my father furiouſly, 
drank three bottles of Burgundy franticly, flew in 
amorous phrenly to the attack, and will carry the 
place or die on the {pot !— Powder and poiſon 
await my choice; and let me tell you, ſweet wi- 
dow, I am a man of my word. So you'll have 
me, won't you ? 

Widow, Oh, Mr. Dornton— 

Harry, Why you would not ſee my father 
periſh! Would you? And me expire! Would you? 

Widow, Am I ſo very cruel ? 

Harry. Then ſay Yes !—Yes or—Piſtols—Dag- 
gers—Cannon balls ! 

Widow. Yes, fir, yes, yes! | 

Harry. Hold, fair widow ! Kind widow, hold ! 
Be not raſh !—I am the verieſt villain Avoid 


me -A ruined—! But that were indeed a trifle 


My father! Him! Him have l ruined ! Heard 
you that? Bring forth your hoards! Let him 
once more be himſelf, and bid me kiſs the duſt ! 

Widow. [Aide] Elegant youth! | Aloud] Ah 
c you flatterer! I own you have been a little 
« wild, but — ; 


K | Harry, 
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Harry. A little! Oh! Ha, ha, ha !—Widow, 
« ] am a ſad fellow !—A damned ſad dog !—I 
ce tell you I have ruined my father—A prince of 
« fathers! Who, had I not been a raſcal, would 
* have given me his ſoul! And I have ruined 
& him !—Ruined him ! —Beware of me {— Fly 
eme l- et ſhould you ?—Riſe Imps of night! 
* Deep have I ſworn to find ſome means to ſave 
a father from deſtruction, and I will keep my 
* oath though—!“ 
Widow, Oh fie! How can you terrify one 
ſo? 
Harry. And wilt thou, widow, be his ſupport ? 
[ Eagerly] Wilt thou? 

Widow. Cruel queſtion ! How can I deny? 

Harry. Immortal bleſhngs be upon thee! My 
father ! 

Iſidow, Will be all rapture to hear—! 

Harry. Will he ?—Words of comfort !|— Will 
« he? -A buxom, fair and bounteous dame, whoſe 
ce treaſures can reſtore his tottering fortunes to 


c their wonted ſplendour ! Ha! Will he? Will 


«© he? 

WWidow. © Certainly, Mr. Dornton, he cannot 
ce be diſpleaſed at ſuch a choice.” 

Harry. | Shakes his bead] Ah, ha, ha, ha! 
[Sighs] You don't know my father! A ſtrange, 
affectionate—!. That loves me—! Oh! He—t 
And you ſee how I uſe him! You ſee how I uſe 
him! But no matter—Tol de rol —We'll be 
married to-night, 

Widow. Oh fie! 

Harry. Ay, my Madona! To-night's the day 
— The ſooner the better—'Tis to reſcue a father, 
blithſome widow ! A father! To fave him have I 
fallen in love Remember Sin with open eyes, 
widow Money -I muſt have money —arly in 
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the morn, ere counters echo with the ring of 
gold, fifty thouſand muſt be raifed ! 

Widow. It ſhall, Mr. Dornton. 

Harry. Why, ſhall it? Shall it? Speak again, 
beatific viſion, ſpeak! Shall it? 

Widow. Dear Mr. Dornton, it ſhall. 

Harry. Tol de rol—* He ſhall live! He ſhall 
ce ſmile! Again his heart ſhall feel joy !—Oh my 
© bland and bonny widow! | Partly ſinging] My 
& widow fair and debonair Keep thy word Let 
* but my father be himſelf, and I am thine! 
© Body and ſoul thine! 

Widow. © And are you really? Oh, no! No 
I Coguettifſhly] Y ou are not in love? 

Harry. ** Fathom and half, poor Tom!“ 


« And we'll love by day, and we'll live by night— 
Singing and ſighing. 
« With a hey and a ho and a heigho, widow ! 


« | have drunk Burgundy—To your health, 
ce auſpicious Amazon !—Burgundy |! 


& For I wanted the grace [ Sings. 
« Of a bold villain's face, 

« To prevail, with heigho, 

© On a buxom widow. [ Kiſſes ber. 


Widow. * Coguetting] Fie! I ſhall hate you, 
ce if you are ſo fond of me ! I ſhall indeed! But 
© no—You are man !—Roving, faithleſs man! 

Harry. No, no! Fear not! Thou, gracious 


©. widow, art my overflowing cup of conſolation 


cc What! A father ſaved— ?”—Remember !— 
Fifty thouſand the firſt thing in the morning? 
I/idow. And would not a part this evening—? 
5 [ Still coquetting. 
Harry. [Suddenly] What ſayeſt thou? — Oh, 
no !--Whoo !-—Thouſands =. 
K 2 Widow. 
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Widew. ** No: you are a naughty bad man, 
* and I don't love you: 1 don't indeed—Elſe” I 
have a trifling ſum. 

Harry, | E azerly] How much ? 

Widow. Six thouland— 

Harry. Six? 

Widow. Which I meant to have diſpoſed of, but 

Harry. No, no! I'll diſpoſe of it, dear widow 
Riiſſes 7 I'll diſpoſe of it in a twinkling! 
[ Elated] Thou art my Goddeſs! [Kiſſes her 
ce again] By the faith of my body but I will thank 
ce cee Tes thee will love exceeding]y ! 

Lide. Oh fie! — No, you won't!—Will 

% you ? [ Languiſhingly. 


Harry. «© Will I? [51855] Shall I not be in 


duty bound? 
Mido.“ No l Tou can't love me. | More fondly 

Harry. « Ha, ha, ha! My fair Pelican of 
ce Potoſi! Queen of Pactolus! Doubt not my 
gratitude—Let this and this [ Kiſſing. 

Widow. Cie You are a {ad man But Ill bring 
you a draft! 

Harry. Do, my blooming widow ! Empreſs of 
the Sen iſles, do 

IWidew, I tell you, you are a very bad man !— 
But, remember, this trifle is for your own uſe. 

Harry. No, my pearl unparalleled! My fa- 
ther's! „ My father's! My pocket is an inſidi- 
* ous gulf, into which I never more will guineas 
© caſt.” Save but my father, and I will kiſs the 
ground on which thou treadelt, and live and 
breathe but on thy bounty ! [ Self-indignaticn. ] 

[ Exit Widow, 

At leaft till time and fate ſhall means afford 

| Somewhat to perform, worthy of man and me. 

| Enter JENNY, peeping. 

Jenny. St! 5 


Harry, 


\ 
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Harry. Ah, ha! My merry maid of May! 


Jenny. 1 ſuppoſe you are waiting to ſee miſs 
Sophy, now you have got rid of the old lady ? 

Harry. Got rid of the old lady ?—* Thou 
e brazen pin-placer! Thou virgin of ninc-and- 
6 „ twenty years occupation!“ No. “I have not 

* got rid of the old lady!“ -The old lady is to 
be my blooming, youthful bride !—And I, happy 
youth, am written and deſtined in the records of 
eternity her other half !—*< Before the ſtars were 
this marriage was decreed !—" Heigho! 

Jenny. Lord, fir, what rapturation ! —But ſtay a 
little, and I'll tell miſs Sophy her mamma wants 
her, here; fo then—Hulſh |— [Jenny retires, making 
a ſign, and 

Re-enter the Widow WARREN. 


Widow. © An't you a fad man?“ Here's the 
draft. 

Harry. Thanks, my Sultana !-“ Thou ſhalt 
ce find me very grateftul—Thou haſt bought and 
paid for me, and I am thine By fair and honett 
* traffic thine !'”'—This halcyon night the prieſt, 
pronouncing conjurations dire— _ 

I/idow. Fie! I won't look at you! 

Harry. Ay, to-night we'll marry ; ſhall we not? 

Widow. I'll not anſwer you a word! [Euter 
Sophia ſkippingly, but ſtops fhort.| © You are a 
dangerous man! - Sicting down and coguetting | 
How dare you talk to me of to-night ? 

Harry. Lo- night ſhall be a night of wonder! 
And we'll love like Aide] like Darby and Joan! 

IVidow, ¶ Languiſhingly] 1 ſhall hate you into- 
lerably ! [ Sophia advancing on tip-toe. 

Harry. Hey for the parſon's permiſſion! Hay, 
my ſublime widow | 

Widow. To ſteal thus upon one at an unguarded 
moment—! 

- Harry. 
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Harry. But here firſt let me kneel, and thus to 
Ceres pay — | Going to kiſs her hand in rapture, meets 
the eye of Sophia. | 

Widow. ** I'll never forgive you !—I hate you 
© now worſe than ever.” 

Sophia. | Coming between them with burſting trepi- 
dation, taking the valentine from her boſom and pre- 
ſenting it | There, fir! 

Widow. Ah |! 

Sophia. There, fir Oh pray, fir, take it, fir! 

Widow. Why, minikin—! 

Sophia, I requeſt, fir I defire, fir! 

Harry. | Declining it | Tol de rol— 

Sophia. | Tearing the paper piecemeal, and throw- 
ing it ſpitefully away] Why then there, fir—and 
there, fir—and there, there, there, there, fir! 

Widew. Poor minikin ! I declare, ſhe is jealous! 

Sophia. | Her ſobs riſing] And I'll—P— 
Wri-i-i-ite to my—to my grandma-a-a-a di- 
rectly— 

Widow. Fie, child! 

Sophia. And I'll go do-0-0-o0wn—into Glo-o-0- 
oſterſhire 

Widow. Go up to your chamber, child! 

Sophia. And l'Il tell my grandma-a what a faiſe, 
baſe, bad man you are; and ſhe ſhall ha-ate you, 
and deſpiſe. you; and every body ſhall ha- ate 
« you, and deſpiſe you;“ and I'Il ha- a- ate you, 
and deſpiſe you myſelf! 

Widow. Poor thing ! 

Sophia. And moreover III hate and deſpiſe all 
mankind! And for your ſake LE th great energy} 
I'll live and die a maid ! 

Widow. Y es, child, that I dare be {worn you will! 

Harry. Widow! I'm a fad fellow ! Don't have 
me—[I'm a vile fellow Sophy! You are right to 
deſpiſe me! I am going to marry your mother! 
Sophia, 


29021 4 | * 
2 _ „ 


2 
* 
0 

5 
1 


A COMEDY. 71 


Sophia. I'll go down into Glo. o- oſterſhire l 
wo- on't live in ſuch a falſe-hearted city ! And you 
ought to be aſhamed of yourſelf, ma', to make 
yourſelf ſo ridiculous |! 


Harry. No, no, ſweet Sylph, it is my fault! 
All my - fault 1 

Wilow. Euraged] Be gone, mils ! 

Harry. | Inter poſing] Sweet widow! Gentle wi- 
dow !—I've fold myſelf, Sophy ! Six thouſand 
pounds is the earneſt money paid down, for the 
reptile Harry Dornton II love you, Sophy ! 

Widow. How, Mr. Dornton ? 

Harry. I do, by Heaven! Take back your 


money, widow ! [Offering the draft] I'm a ſad 
ſcoundrel |! 


Sophia. You are a baſe faithleſs man, you know 
you are! And you are a pitileſs woman, a merci- 
leſs woman, for all you are my own mother, to let 


my poor brother Milford go to be ſtarved to death 
in a dark dungeon | 


Harry. Milford in priſon ? 

Sophia, Yes, fir; arreſted by your cruel, old, 
ugly father] I'm ſure he is ugly! Though I never 
ſaw him in my life, I'm ſure he is an ugly, hide- 
ous, ugly monſter | [ Exit. 

Harry, Is this true, widow ? 

Widow. | Stammering | Sir 

Harry, | Agitated] Arreſted by my father ?— 


Squandering her money on a ruined reprobate, 
and won't releaſe her huſband's ſon ? 


Widow. Nay but, dear Mr. Dornton ! 
Harry, T'll be with you again preſeatly, widow ; 
preſently, preſently. [ Exit. 


Widow. | Speaking after him] © To- night, you 
% know, Mr. Dornton—?” | 


Enter 
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Enter JENNY. 


Jenny. Mr. Goldtinch is coming up, ma'am, 

Midoto. 1 have no time to waſte with Mr. 
Goldiinch. I'll preſently ſend him about his buti- 
neis. Mr. Dornton talks 1 don't know how, 
Jenny—Says it muſt be to-night. 


Enter GOLDFINCH. 


Geldfinch, Well, widow ? | 

Widow. Not ſo free, fir ! ¶ Valts up the flage 
diſdainfully 

Jenny. | Afide to Goldfinch| Have you got the 
licence ? 

Goldfirch. No. 

Jenny. No! 

Go!djnch. No—Been to Tatterſall's. 

Jenny. And not for the licence? 

Goldfinch. Tellee I've been to Tatterſall's! 

Jenny. Ah! It's all over! 

Goldfinch. Made ſure of the Eclipſe colts!— 
Mouſt not loſe *em ! 

Fenny. | Afide.)] Stupid booby ! 

IWidsw. | Advancing] What is your preſent bu- 
ſineſs, fir ? 

Goldjmch. My buſineſs? Ha, ha, ha! That's a 
good one! II] tell you my buſineſs = | Approach- 
ing with: open arms) 

Widow, | Hanughtily] Keep your diſtance, fir! 

Gold incl. Diſtance, widow ? No; that's not the 
way. I ſhould be double diſtanced if I did. 

Vidow, Were you indeed a man of deportment 
and breeding — 

Goldfinch. Breeding + -Thok at my ſpurs | 

Widow. Had you the manner, the ſpiric, the —! 
But no- You are no gentleman — 

| Goldfinch, 
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Goldfinch. Whew ! No gentleman ? [Claps on 
Bis hat and takes a lounging impudent ſtwagger] Dam- 
mee that's a good one !—Charles Goldfinch no 
gentleman ?— Aſk in the box-lobby ! Enquire at 
the ſchool! [ In a boxing attitude. | 

Widow. Sir, you are a tedious per ſon : your 
company is troubleſome ! 

Goldfmch. Turf or turnpike, keep the beſt of 
cattle - Walk, trot or gallop - Run, amble orcanter 
Laugh at every thing on the road - Give 'em 
all the go- by Beat the trotting butcher Gen- 
tleman ?— That's your ſort ! 

Jenny. I Afide to Goldſinch.] Follow me. [| Exit. 

Widow. I beg, fir, I may not be intruded upon 
with you or your horſe-jockey jargon any more. 

Exit. 

Goldfinch, Here's a kick up. What's all this? 
“ Muſt have her or ſmaſh !—Smirker [ Printing 
* after Jenny] will tell me what it means Smart 
* thing for a light weight. Spirit, hape, and 
& form Carry a tine neck in a running martingale 

& —Shews blood — Win all the give and takes 
“ Take her into training Match her the Abing- 
don mile againſt all England That's your 
5 fort!” _ [ Exit. 


SCENE changes to an Apartment at the Houſe of a 
Sheriff's Officer. 


Enter HanRY DoRxTon in the ſame burry and 
cer. 
Sas: Diſpatch, man ! Diſpatch ! Tell Jack 
Milford. I can't wait a moment! - Hold Write 


an acquittal inſtantly for the thouſand pounds. 
But ſay not a word to him of my intention! 


Officer. A thouſand, fir ? It is almoſt five thou - 
ſand! * | 
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Iny. Impoſſible! 
Officer. T bere are detainders already lodged to 


that amount. 
Harry. Five thouſand? 


Officer. Muſt I, write the acquittal for the ſum 


total? | 

Hart. No—Yes, write it however. Have it 
ready, Early to-morrow morning it ſhall all be 
paid. 
Officer. In the mean time there may be more 
detaimders, 

Horry, Damnation! Whar ſhall I do?—Run, 
ſend him And do you hear, a bottle of Cham- 
paign and two rummers !—Rummers ! Mind! 


Not a word to him ¶E Officer } Five thouſand ?, 
—And more detainders ! | 


Enter W A1TER with bottle and glaſſes, and M1L- 
FORD following. | 

Milford, Mr. Dornton ! + 
Horry. How now, Jack ! What's your won- 


der? I can't ſtay a moment with you, but J could 
not paſs without giving you acall, Your hand, 


my boy ! Cheer up! 

"Milferd. Excuſe me, fir! 

Harry. Why, Jack !-“ Pthaw ! Caſt away this 
* gloom and be Honeſt Jack Milford! You are 
« now in tribulation ; what of that? Why, man, 
« the bleſſed ſun himſelf is ſometimes under a 
« cloud ! Wait but till to morrow''—-Where is 
this wine? - F#!s the rummers | Come, drink, and 
waſh away grief! *Sblood, never look froſty aud 
aſkamce, man, but drink, drink, drink!“ 


Milfera. Lupa! Sir? Jam not diſpoſed to 


drink! 


. « Why what a tabernacle phraſe. is 


that!“ 


| 


— 


Hopping ſhort | Jack Milford 
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that!“ Here's confuſion to all ſorrow and think - 
ing I could a tale unfold —! But I won't afflict 
you“ I mult fly—Yer ] can do no good to- 
„ night“ Hurrah, Jack! Keep up your ſpirits! 
Be determined, like me !—I am the vileſt of ant- 
mals that crawl the carth—Yert I won't flag I— I' 
die a bold-faced villain !—I have fold myſelf — 
Am dilinhented-- Have lo{ſt—Ah, Sophia !—Hur- 
rah, Jack !—Keep it up !—Round let the great 
globe whirl ; and whiri it will, though I ſhould 
happen to ſlide from its ſurface into infinite no- 
thingneſs Drink, my noble ſoul ! 

Milford. Your mirth is impertinent, fir! 

Harry. So it is, Jack—Damned impertinent! 
Bur ruin is around us, and it is high time to be 
merry |! 

Milford. Sir? I muſt inform you that, though 
I have been betrayed by you and impriſoned by 
your father, I will not be inlulted ! 

Harry. Betrayed by me? 

Milford. Ay, fir | I have had full information of 


your mean arts! It was necetlary I ſhould be out 
of the way, that your deſigns on Mis. Warren 


might meet no interruption! 
Harry. Plhaw !—Good day, Jack, good duy 1 
Milford. And pray, fir, inſorm your father I 


deſpiſe his meanneſs, and tpurn at his malice! 


"ay Suddenly returni "g and darting on bim, but 


againſt my father !—I am half mad Il cane 
your friend— 

Mifford. 1 deſpiſe your friendſhip ! 

Harry. That as you pleaſe— Think all that is 
vile of mel defy you to exceed the truth Bui 
utter not a word againſt my father ! 

Milford. ' Deliberately, pirifully malignant !— 
Not larisfied with the little vengeance he himſelf 
L. 2 1 could 


Utter no blaſphemy % 
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could take, he has ſent round to all my cre- 
ditors |! | 

Harry. Tis falſe ! 

Milford, Falſe ? a 

Harry. A vile, eternal falſehood ! 


Enter Or ric ER with papers and Writs. 


Officer. Gentlemen ! — Did you call? 

Harry. r bim] Lacie the n, fir ! 

Officer. But— ! Tr 

Harry. We are buſy, fir! 

Officer. I thought 

Harry, I tell you we are buſy, and muſt not be 
1 ! | Exit Officer | | Pauſe of conſideration} 
Mr. Milford, you thall hear from me immediately. 

[ Exit Harry. 

Milford. [ After ruminating] What were thoſe 
5 Surely I have not been raſh Nobody 
but his father could have brought my creditors 
thus on me all at once? He ſeemed half drunk 
or half frantic Said he was ruined, diſinherited 
Talked ſomething of to-morrow — What could the 
purport of his coming be? | Euter e Well, 
fir ? 

Officer. Here i 15 a note, fir, 

Milford. From whom ? 

Officer. The young gentleman. 

Milford. [ Reads aſide] I underſtand you are at 
© liberty'— How! At liberty? [The Officer bows] 
(Reads) hall walk up to Hyde Park : you will 
find me at the Ring at fix—Exactly at ſix — 
At liberty? £ 

Officer, Y our debts are all diſcharged. 

Milford. Impoſſible !—W hich way ?—By whom? 

Officer. Why, ſir— That 15— 

Milford. No+ hefitation, but tell me by 


whom ? 
Off cer. 
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Officer. Sir—1 thought I perceived ſome anger 
between you and the young gentleman ? 


Milford. Aſk no queſtions, fir ; make no delays! 


Tell me who has paid my debts Tell me the truth 
Conſequences you do not ſuf pet depend upon 
your anſwer ! 


Officer. I perceive, fir, there has been ſome 


warmth between you: and though the young gen- 
tleman made me promiſe ſilence and fecrecy— 
Milford. [ Aſtoniſpment] What then it was Mr. 
Dornton ?—{ Officer 655] Madman! What have 
done! [ Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to the Houſe of DorwnTov. * | 
Enter HARRY DOoRN TON, followed by Mr, SMITH. 


Harry. And the danger not yet paſt ? 

Mr. Smith. Far from it! Mr. Sulky has twice 
brought us ſupplies, and 15 gone a third time. 

Harry. Brave ſpirit! He would coin his heart! 
— My father ſupports it nobly? 

Mr. Smith. He is anxious only for you. , 
_ Harry. Well, well! Ha, ha, ha! Tol lol-Pll 


bring him relief—Comfort him, aſſure him of 1 it! 


Ay, hear me heaven and - ! To- night it is too 
late, but to-morrow all ſhall be well! Excellent 
well! 

Mr. Smith. [Significant] You will marry the 


widow ? 


Harry. Have you heard dal boy, 'ay 1— 
We'll marry ! „I will go and prepare her- We'll 
2 „Early in the morning that all may be 
afe 34g 
Mr. Smith. © Will that be right? 

Harry. © I have told her the truth. She mers 
« all: ** what a vile infernal—I tell you ſhe 
* knows me !-— My. father _ ſhall look upon 

ec the 
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{© the glare of day !—Firſt to the proctor, next 
de to the lawyer, and then—! Ha, ha, ha! Ay 
then to my fair bride ! Heareſt thou, my noble 
„ foul? I fay my bride! My fair, my blooming, 
« thrice-bedded bride ! No novice ſhe, old true 
blue! Tol de rol—lIt will be a merry wedding! 


„ —Conlole my. father! Cheer him! Enlighten 
* his foul with hope! I'll keep my word! What, 


does he not know me? Am | not his own fon ?” 
Why, ay [Looking at his watch} The proctor's, 
the lawyer's, the widow's, and [Starts] at fix ?— 
[Aide] The Ring ?—The Ring at fix ?—Fliends ! 
— Who can ſay what may happen ?—W hat, leave 
my father to periſh ?—-Pll not go! Though all 


bal ſhould brand me for a coward, II] not go! 


— Mr. Smith, take care of my father 1—Mark me, 
recommend my father to you | e.. 


Enter Mr. DokN rox. 


Dernton. Where is Harry? Did not J hear his 
voice ? 

Mr. Smith. He is this moment gone, ſir. 

Dornton. Gone where? 

Mr. Smith. Do you not ſuſpect where, fir ? 

Dernton. [ Alarmed] Suſpect What? — Speak! 

Mr. Smith. To the widow Warren's. 

Dornton. For what purpoſe ? 

Mr. Smith. To marry her. 

Dornion. Narry The widow Warren! 

Mr. Smith, And ſave the houſe by her fortune. 

Dornton. Generous Harry! Noble affectionate 
boy ! I'd periſh tirſt ! 

Mr. Sith. He ſeems very reſolute He has al- 


ready bad fix thouſand pounds of her. 


Dornton. Narry her? I ſhall go mad !—Where 
is Mr, Sulky 
Mr; Smith. 
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Mr. Smith. He is juſt returned. I hear him in 
che compting-houſe. 

Dornen. Tell him I wiſh to ſpeak with him. 
Exit Mr. Smith] Harry Doteroh and the widow 
Warren? —I ſhall die in Bedlam! - [| Enter Mr. 
Sulzy] Are we fate, Mr. Sulky ? 

Sully. For to-day, perhaps. 

Dornten. What bank have we to begin to- 
morrow * 

Sulky. I can't tell -] fear not thirty thouſand. 

Dornten. Mr. Sulky, you - you—have this day 


ſhewn yourſelf an active partner, and a ſincere 
triend. 


Sulky, Humph. 

Dornton. I have long eſteemed you; I eſteem 
you more and more. 

Sulky, Humph. 

Dornton. My ſon Harry He, 2 You are 
a very good hve Mr. Sulky ; a compaſſionate 
man, though you don't look ſo. 

Sulky. Humph. 

Dornton. Tis pity to fee fo noble a youth—I 
am ſure you would not wilh him any harm, Mr. 
Sulky ? I am ſure you would not! 

Sulky. Whom ? 

Daernton. Harry Dornton. Would you >—Would 
you ?—Would you, Mr. Sulky ? 

Sulky, A kind queſtion. | 

Dornton, Nay, I did not mean to be unkind, 
Mr. Sulky ; Nas know 1 did not Shall we nor 
venture one ſtep more to ſave him? 

Sutky. Save? Impoſſible ! Ruta only can re- 
form him ; total ruin. 

Dornten. You miſtake, Mr. Silky. His own 
misfortunes little affected him, but mine 4 18 
{truck to the heart —1 know him! 

Sulky, So do I. — 8 5 

wy |  Dernion, 
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Dornton, Struck to the heart !—I'm ſure on't ! 
127 be a good man !—A great man 

Sulky. Humph. 

Dornton. You know the widow Warren, Mr. 
Sulky ? 

Sulby. Don't you ? 

Dornton. I never ſaw her in my life hear 
ſhe js full forty, her manners abſurd, her character 
cruel, and her morals 

Sulky. Bad enough. 

Frag Six thouſand pounds at this moment 
is a great ſum! I own it! But do you think I 
ought not to venture? 

Sulky. Venture what? 

Dernton. Lo- To take it from our bank? 

Sully. For what? 

Dornton. For — For the che relief of Harry 
Dornton? 

Sulky. What you pleaſe! Take all! What is 
it to me? 

Dor nton. Nay, but, Mr. Sulky, you ſurely don't 
ſee the thing in the right light ? 

Sully. I can ſtarve, like the reſt ! 

Dornton. [Snappiſh haſte) Very well, Mr. Sulky 
Very well! I perceive you can be intereſted, . 
—and— |! 

Sulky. And what? 

Dornton. Very well, Mr. Sulky! very well! 

Sulky. I can {tare bankruptcy in the face as 
ſtedfaſtly as you can. 


Dornton. Ay, ay} No doubt! The warkd WM 


all alike! I am an old fool, and ſo ſhall live and 
die 
Sulhy. Why do you aſk my advice ? Take the 
money! Empty the coffers! Pour it all into 
his hat! Give him guineas to play at chuck 
farthing, and bank bills to curl his hair! 

4 : Dornton, 
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Dornton. Very well, Mr. Sulky ! = Friendſhip, 
* a ſenſe of juſtice? Oh! It's all a 
arce! | 
| Sulky. Humph. . : 

Dornton. | Rings] Very well, fir! Very well! 
Euter Servant] Is the carriage ready ? 

Servant. It's at * door, ſir. [ Exit. 

Dornton. | Going, turns back] So, Mr. Sulky, 
you could fee bim married to this widow, to 
whom you have ſo often as well as now given the 
worſt of characters, rather than incur a little more 
riſk for your friend? 

Sulky. Marry ? 

Dornton. Yes, marry ! 

Sulky. Whom ? 

Dornton. The widow Warren, I tell you! 

Sulky. And Harry Dornton ? | 

Dornton. Yes, and Harry Dornton ! 

Sulky, When? Where? 

Dornton. Immediately ! With unexampled .af- 
fection, to ſave me 7 27 am 01d and worthleſs, he 
would devote his youth, his great qualities, and 
his noble heart, to all the torments which ſuch 
a marriage and ſuch a woman can inflict! 

 Stlky, Take the money | 

Dernton. Are you ſerious, Mr. Sulky ? 

Sully. Take the money! Away! Begone! 1 

would indeed ſtarve, inchmeal, rather than he 
could marry her! 

Dernton. Mr. Sulky, you are a worthy man, 2 
true friend 

ee Curſe ee Make haſte! 

l 
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. 
SCENE, the Widow WARREx“'s. 
SoPHIA and JENNY meeting. 
JeNN v. 

O, miſs! Here's your mamma juſt coming 

down. 

Sophia. | Much agitated] Is ſhe dreſſed ? 

Jenny. Oh yes !—I have decorationed her out 
like any king's coach-horſe ! 

Sophia. It's very well. 

Fenty. With her ribbands and ringlets ſtuck 
about and dangle- ating. down her back and al! 
here— 

Sophia. It's very well. 

Jeum. Tight jaced—“ Thomas called up to 
te help.“ 

Sophia. It's all very well But it wilt be no 
wedding _ 

Jenny. | Aſide] J hope not. 

Sophia. He told her to her face that he loved 
me, and offered to give her the money back — 
He'll never have her And if he does I don't 
care I know I ſhall die broken-hearred, but 1 
don't care — I'll tell all to my dear grandma', for 
I'll not ſtay in this wicked city No! He ſhan't 
ſee me pine away I know my ghoſt will haunt 
him; but T can't help it. 1 never wiſhed him 
any fem, and had he but been true-hearted and 
5 waited for me, I would But it's no matter 


He ſhan't ſet a tear that ſhed} nor hear the leaſt 
ſigh that I heave. 


154 Enter 
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nter the Widow W ARREN, 


Jenny. ( Looking, admiring, and walking round 
her] Well, ma*am— ! 1 declare you're a pictur! 
Il 1dow. 'Do you think I look tolerably, Jenny ? 


[ Walking and ſurveying herſelf ] — Shall I do exe-. 


Gution ? What is the matter, child? 


Sophia. Mark my rg he'll never have you! 


Widow. Poor thing! 
Sophia, He never will ! 
| Knocking heard at the freet-deor. 
Widow. Run, Jenny, ſee who it is! | Exit Jenny 
Go up to your chamber, child. 
Sophia. No! I will ſtay here. 
Widow. Begone to your chamber, I ſay, miſs ! 


Sophia. Beat me if you pleaſe, kill me, but 1 


will not! 


Re: enter JENNY. 


Jeuny. Here's an elderly * ma vam, 
aſks to ſpeak 10 you. 


Widow. Will you begone, miſs ? | 
Sophia. Since it is not he I don't want to ſtay. 
only want to look him in the face once more. 


[Exit- 
Widow. How is he dreſſed? 
Fenny. In grey, ma'am. £24 
Midow. In grey? 'S [cn drring 
Jenny. Yes, ma'am. 
Mido. In dark grey > 5.10 [Hoping 


Fenny. Yes, ma'am. 

Widow. [ Earneftly] Does he look like a parſon, 
Jenny? 

Fenny. Why, ma'am, he is a foberly, mung, 
jobation-looking man enough. 


Widow. Let him be ſhewn in—1 dare ay it 
is the Divine! 


M 2 es  Footman 
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Footman introduces Mr. Dokx rox. 


Dornton, Your humble ſervant, madam. 
Widow. Sir, your very moſt humble ſervant, 
[ With great reſpe7. 
N I preſume you are unacquainted with 
me ? | 
. Widow. ¶ Simpering] I believe I can penetrate, 
In — 
Dornton. Can you, madam ? 
Widow. | With ber fan before her face] Lou ou 
come on the part of- young Mr. Darnton ? 
Dernton. | Surpriſed] 7 do! . | 
Widow. | Afide| It is the parſon! Would you 
be ſo indulgent as to be ſeated, fir ? 
Dornton. Excuſe me, madam. 
Widow. Would you be pleaſed to take any re- 
freſhment, fir ? | | 
Dornton. Madam !—None, I thank you. 
Widow. A morſel of ſeed-cake, a French biſ- 
cuit, a bit of orange-loaf, a glaſs of Conſtantia, 
or a jelly l know theſe little cordial comforts are 
agreeable conſolations to gentlemen of your cloth. 
 Dornton. | Surveying binyelf ] Cloth ! 
Widow. No offence, I hope? I participate in 
them myſelf. - 
Dornton. Hem ! No doubt! 
Widow. Y oy are acquainted with Mr. Dornton ? 
 Dornton. Why—Yes—l am I believe one of his 
oldeſt acquaintance. . £ 
Widow. Then I dare fay you have a great re- 
gard for him? | 
Dornton. Her |—Yes—-I—had a—ſort of a 
- friendſhip for him even before he was born. | 
Widow, Sir !—Oh | You are intimate with the 
family ? 15 I 
| Dornton, Yes—yes, madam | 
Widow. And know his father? 


Dorntou, 
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Dornton. Um — [Shrugs] Why — Though I 
have kept him company from the day of his birth 
to this very hour, they tell me I don't know him 
yet! 

Widow. Ay indeed! Is he {o odd? 

Dornton. Sometimes—To my great regret, I 
have ſometimes found him a very abſurd old 

entleman ! 

Widow. I am ſorry for it !—Becauſe as I am 
ſoon to become—hymeneally—his .intimate—re- 


lation—I—I—! ! Maidenly affectation. 
Dornton, You would with for a ſenfible indul- 
gent—Papa— [ Smiles. 
Widow, It's natural, fir. [ Simpering. 


Dorntcn, Ha! I dare not ſay too much in his 
favour. 

Widew, Nay though I have a vaſt—hum—ha 
—regard for young Mr. Dornton—I own I have 
no greae predilection of opinion for the father 

CNedding very Sgvificantly, 

Dornton. | Suddenly] Nor he for you, madam ! 

Widow. Do you think fo ? 

Dornton., 1 am fure fo! 

Widow. 1 warrant, fir, be 1s, as you ſay, a very 
preciſe acrimonious perſon A tetchy repugnant 
kind of old gentleman |! 

Dornton. ] ſaid no ſuch thing, madam! _ 

Widow. Ah! A little caution, fir, to be ſure, 
becomes gentlemen of your cloth. 

Dornton. Cloth again ! — I don't know what you 
mean by my cloth; but Mr. Dornton, madam, 
is little older than yourſelf: nor does he think 
himſelf half ſo rep, 


Widow. Sir! 
Dornton. (Recollefling Biel] Madam Te] — [ 
heg your pardon el PN Tk [ Bowing. 


Widow. 
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' Widow. | Knocking heard] Oh! Here I dare 
comes the bridegroom ! 
| [ Enraptured : croſſes io the door.” 
8 2 de] My curſt vivacity ! I can never. 
tell her after this who I am. ¶ Walks up the age. 


Enter HARRY DORN TON, 71 haſte. 


* Widow. Oh you rover! 

Harry, Well, my kind widow ! | Mr, Doron 
turns quick round at hearing his Son's voice, and gra- 
dually approaches] My loving compaſſionate wi- 


dow! I am come poſt haſte to caſt myſelf once 
more on your bounty ! 


Widow. Hu-ſh ! 

Harry. To intreat inſtant commiſeration, and 
aid ! 

Widow. Hem ! Heim | \ Aloud. 

Harry. I have not a minute to ſpare!  _ 

Widow. | Whiſper] He's here! He's come! A 
wafpiſh, tetchy—! Hem !— [ Aloud] Your friend 
has been here ſome time, Mr. Dornton ! 

Harry. My friend ! What friend ? 

Widow. Your friend the clergyman, 

Pointing to Mr. Dornton. 


Harry. Clergyman !'—You— [. urning, ſees his 
Father at his elbow] — My father! 


Widow, His father! [ Pauſe, 
Dornton. Well, Harry, why do you look ſo 
blank? I am glad you are here — Your coming, 
and the mutual ſincerity with which this lady and 
1 have juſt ſpoken our ſentiments, will fave all 


circumlocution—At preſent we underſtand each 
other. 


Widow. Sir—T — 
Dornton. Oh, madam, never retract Let us 
continue the like plain honeſt dealing — 
Widow. But—Sir — Mr, Dornton's affeftion — 
Dornton, 
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Dornlon. Ha, ha, ha! Affection, madam !— 
[ Pityiug ber deluſion. 

Harry. Sir 

Dornton. Harry !—I know your motives! Will 
never forget them! But the cauſe of them has 
ceaſed. 

Harry. Sir? - Beware! No falſe compaſſion ! 
Remember not the vile reprobate that was your 
fon!If purn at exiſtence that is coupled with your 
miſery ! 

Dornton. Harry! Our danger is over. 

Harry. Are you— ? Are you ſerious ? 

Dornton. Mr. Sulky is a worthy man! His rich 
uncle is dead, and has left him ſole heir. Our books 
too have been examined, and exceed our beſt 
hopes. 

Harry. Tol de rol! 

Dornton. Here is your money, madam. 

Harry. My father ſaved -? Tol de rol—! 

Widow. Nay but —Mr. Dornton I- Sir! — 

[ Ready to cry. 

Dornton. 1 muſt beg you will take it 

Harry. Rejoice, widow ! Rejoice ! Sing, ſhout ! 
Tol de rol ! 

Midew. I do not want the money, ſir! Filthy 
money ¶ l bimpering reſtrained | And as to what 
I ſaid, though you have arreſted Mr. Milford — 

Harry. Ha! | Starts, conſiders, and looks at his watch. 

Widow. I am lorry —1 beg your pardon— And 
if Mr. Dornton _ 

Dornton. Why don't you. ſpeak, Harry? Where 
are you going? [Harry Dornton croſſes haſtily to 
'the door | Come back, Harry ! —Stay, I fay! 


Harry. I cannot ſtay?! —1 mut fly; —My ho- 


nour is At ſtake! [ Exit. 
Doarnon. [HlaPmd}* His honou; JET honour 
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Widow. Nay, fir — 
Dornton. Sdeath, madam, take your money. 


[ Exit. 
Widow, Cruel —oſage !=——Faithleſs—men 


Blind —Stupid ! TH forſake and forſwear the 
whole ſex ! 


Enter JzxxY with glee on t1þ-tce, as if ſbe bad been 
on the watch. 


Jenny. Ma'am ! 

Widow. | Sobbing] Savage race! 

Jemy. Ma'am! Ma'am! Mr. Goldfinch, 
ma'am | 
Wide. Hay! Mr. Goldfinch ?— Was that what 
you ſaid, Jenny? [ Brightens up] Where? 

Jemy. Below, ma'am. I perſuaded him to come 
up, but he is quite ſurly. 


Widow. Oh! He is coming? Well! I think. 


I will fee him Ves -I think I will. 


Jemy. 1 always told you, ma'am, Mr. Gold finch 


for me. 
Widow. Did you ? 


Jenny. But he ſays he will have your written 


promiſe this very night, or never ſpeak to you 
more - I hear him. | Adjuſting the N dreſs | 


Law, ma'am, you had better give a few touches —- 


Hereabout ! Your eyes will have double the ſpirit 
and fire, 


Widew. Will they ? [Exit. 


Enter GoLDFINCH. 


Goldfnch. Where's the dowager ? 
Jenny. Huſh! Mind what I ſaid to you—lt is 
too late now for a licence, ſo be ſure get the 


promiſe — Don' t flinch! 


Goldfinch. Me flncht, Game to the back. bone 1 

Jeuny. Huſn! | 9 pb 
Re-enter the Willow ie 

Goldfinch. Here I am once more, widow. 


Widows 
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Widow. Ah, rambler ! 

Goldfinch. Are you cured of the tantarums ? 
Tidow.. Nay, Mr. Goldfinch—! 

Goldfinch. Mult I keep my diſtance ? 
Widow. Unkind ! 

_ Goldfinch. Am I a gentleman now ? 
Widow. Killing! | | 
Goldfinch. Look you, widow, I know your tricks 

—Skittiſh ! Won't anfwer the whip! Run out 


of the courſe! Take the reſt! —So give me your 


promiſe. 

Widow. My promiſe—! 

Goldfinch. Signed and ſealed. 

Widow. Naughty man—You ſhan't—I won't 
let you tyrannize over a palpitating heart! 
; Goldfinch. Palpi— | To JFemy] What does ſhe 
ay? 

Widow. You ſhan't ſteal. on hymeneal tranſ- 
ports! 

Goldfnch. What's that? 

Widow. Connubial ecſtaſies 

Goldfinch. Nu What? 

Widow. Go, intruder! 

Goldfinch. Oh! What you won't? 

Widow. Tl never forgive you. 

Goldfnch, I'm off. 

Widow. Cruel man ! 

Goldfinch. I'm off. 

Widow. Mr. Goldfinch ! [Calling] 

Goldfinch. I'm off — 

Mido. You ſhall have the promiſe ! 

Goldfnch. Oh, ho! Why then I pull up 

IVidow. Barbarous youth! Could you leave me? 
— But I muſt ſend to Mr. Silky. - | 

Goldfnch, No, no! Let me have the promiſe 
directly! I'll go myſelf to Silky. 

Widow, Will you, ** Goldfinch? 


Cola ſinch. 
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Goldfinch. Will I not ?—Take a hack, mount 
the box—Hayait !—Scud away for the old ſcoun- 
drel! I'm a deep one! Know the courſe every 
inch ! I'm the lad for a widow ! That's your fort ! 

Widow. Saucy man! VII be very angry with 
you, | 

Goldfinch. Soon be back ! 

Widow. Adieu! Fly ſwiftly, ye minutes! 

Goldfinch, But I muſt have the promiſe firſt ! 

IVidow. IT will go and write it Come, diſſem- 
bler, come ! [ Exit languiſhing. 

Golaſinch. She's an old courſer ! But I knew I 
ſhould take her at the double ! 


Enter M1iLFoRD. 


Milford. So, Charles, where's the widow ? 
Geldfinch. The widow's mine! 
Milford. Yours ? 


Gold fcb. I'm the lad! All's concluded—Going 


poſt for old Silky. [| Offers to go at every ſpeech, but 
is eagerly flopped by Milford. 

Mi ford. Silky did you ſay ? 

Goldfnch. Am to pay the miſerly raſcal fifty 
thouſand pounds down ! But mum! That's a 
ſecrer |! 

Milford. You are raving ! 

Goldfnch. Tellee he has her on the hip ! She 
can't marry without his conſent ! 

Milford. But why? . 

Goldfinch. Don'c know. "The cloſe old rogue 
won't tell. Has got ſome deed, he ſays - Some 
writing. 

Milford. Indeed ! 

Goldfinch. Y es—But it's all huſh ! I ſhall be a 
bigher fellow than ever, Jack ! Go to the ſecond 
ſpring meeting—Take you with me—Come down 
a few to the Sweaters and Trainers—The knowing 


ONES 


/ 
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ones -The Lads - Get into the ſecret Lay it on 
thick — Seven hundred to five Favourite againſt 
the field! - Done I—l'll do it again I Done! 
Five times over ditto repeated !— Done, done !— 
Off they go !—Winner lays by—Preteads to want 
foot— Odds rife high! Take 'em— Winner whiſ- 
pered lame—Lags after—Odds higher and higher! 
— Take em Creeps up- Breathes * em over the 
flat Works 'em up hill—Paſles the diſtance poſt 
— Still only ſecond—Betting chair in an uproar ! 
— Neck to neck - Lets him out—Shews him the 
whip !—Shoots by like an, arrow—Oh dammee a 
hollow thing ! — That's your fort ! [ Exit. 
Milford. Fitty thouland to Silky for his conſent 
becauſe of ſome deed, ſome writing Alf it ſhould 
be the? It mult !—By heaven it muſt ! 
[ Exit haſlily. 
SCENE changes to the Ring in Hyde Park. 
Harry DoRNrToN, /ooking at his watch, 


Harry. How long muſt I wait l ſee nothing 
of Milford—J'll cut off that bailifPs ears if he have 
betrayed me. [ Walks about.] 


Enter Mr. DoRNTox, out of breath. 


Dornton. So, Harry! 

Harry. My father again! 

Dornton. | Panting] What do you do here, Harry ? 

Harry. Sir II want air. 

1 So do 1A pretty dance you have led 
me What brought you hither ? -[ Sadden reco!- 
lection] Where's the money you had of the widow ? 
[ Pauſe ſeeming to dread an anſwer ] Where is the 
money, Harry ? 

Har. Reluctantiy] ae, ſir. 

Dornton. Gone! 

Harry. Moſt of it. | 
888 | N2 Dornton. 
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Dornim. And your creditors not paid? [ Another 
pauſe) And your creditors not paid? 

Harry, No, fir. 

Dornton. \ Raiſes his bands] I ſuſpeted—I fore- 
boded this Harry Dornton Page up the ſtage] 
He has been at ſome gaming houſe, loſt all, quar- 
relled, and come here to put a miſerable end to 
a miſerable exiſtence ! Oh, who would be a fa- 
ther! | Extreme anguiſh. 


Enter Waiter. 


Waiter. I am ſent on an April-day kind of 
errand here. 1 think this is what they call the 
Ring. f Looks round] Hey! Who is this? | Surveying 


Mr. Dornton] Pray—Sir—lIs your name Dorn- 
ton? 


Dornton. It is. 

Waiter. Then 1 am EE SER Mr. Mitford, fir, 
has ſent me with this note. 

Harry. | Advancing] It is for me, fir! 

Dornton. How do you know, Harry ? 

Harry. Sir, I am certain !—l muſt beg 

Doruton. This is no time for ceremony! [Reads] 
Dear Harry, forgive the provocation I have given 
you; forget the wrong | have done your father 
Me !—< I will ſubmit to any diſgrace rather than 
© lift my hand againſt your life -I would have 
© come and apologiſed even on my knees, but am 

prevented J. Milford.” [ Stands 4 moment crum- 
pling up the letter | — Why, Harry !—What ?—Whart 
is this ?—Tell me Tell me—ls it in paying Mil- 
ford's debts you have expended the money ? 
Harry. It is, fir. 
| Doron, [ After raiſing his claſped hands inrapture 
as if to return thanks, ſuddenly ſuppreſſes his feelings] 
But how had he wronged me ?—Why a5 you 
come here to fight him ? | 


7 | Wo Harry. 
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Harry. Sir—He—he ſpoke diſreſpectfully of you. 
agg. 


Dornton. | With his eyes fixed on bis ſon, till unable 
any longer to contain himſelf he covers them with one 
band and ſtretches out the other } Harry | 

Harry. | Taking his father's hand, but turning his 
back likewiſe to conceal his agitation} My facher! 

[Pauſe] 
Dornton. Harry! Harry! [Struggling affe2ion) 
[ Pauſe] 
Harry. Dear fir, let us fly to conſole poor Mil- 
ford ! 
Dornton. What you will, Harry! Do with me 


What you will—Oh who would not be a father ! 


[ Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to the Houſe of the Vidow WARREN, 
Enter M1LFORD and Mr. SULKY. 


Milford. The fool Goldfinch himſelf informed 


me, fir, that Silky is to receive fifty thouſand 
pounds for his conſent ! 


Sully. Fifty thouſand ! Zounds ! WI y then the 


old ſcoundrel muſt have got poſſeſſion of the will. 
Milford. Which is indubitably meant to be de- 

ſtroyed. Goldfinch is juſt returned with Silky. 

They are now with the widow, all in high glee, 


and are coming up here immediately, no doubt 
to ſettle the buſineſs in private. 


 Sulky, What can be done? 

Milferd. We muſt hide ourſelves ſomewhere, 
and ſpring upon them. 

Sully. J hate hiding! It's deceit, and deceit is 
the reſource of a raſcal], 

Milford. But there i is no avoiding i it! We can- 
not get legal aſſiſtance in time! Here are two clo- 
ſets! Do you go into one, and FH ſhut myſelf up 


in 
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in the other, We ſhall hear what they are about, 
and can burſt upon them at the proper moment. 
Sully. Well, if it mult be fo—But it's a vile, 
paltry 7 f 
Milford. 1 hear them coming ! Make haſte! 
[ Exeunt Sulzy and Milferd into the cloſets, 


Enter Silk, Wipow, and GOLDFINCH, 


Silzy. Ha, ha, ha ! told you, madam, I ſhould 
hear from you when you wanted me! I knew it 
mult come to that! But you are a lucky man, 
Mr. Goldfinch, and I'm a lucky man; ay and you 
are a lucky woman too, madam We are all in 
Juck ! 

Goldfinch. Ay dammee, old one, you have been 
concerned in many a good thing in your time! 

Silky. Ah, ha, ha, ha, ha! To be fure I have! 
I mult provide for my family, Mr. Goldfinch ! 

Widow. It is indeed a fortunate event! Do 
you not participate my raptures, Mr. Goldtinch ? 

Geldfmch. To be fure—Ir's a deep fcheme! It's 
knowing a thing or two ! Hay, old one? Pigeon- 
ing the Green-horns! | 

Silky. All fo fafe too, ſo ſnug ! J am ſo pleaſed, 
and fo happy! Irs all our own! Not a foul will 
know of it but our three ſelves ! 

Goldfinch. Oh yes—One more, old one— 

Silky. [ Alarmed) Ay | Who? Who? 

Goldfinch. Y our Te Welt won HP rg 

Silky. Lord! Mr. Goldfinch, don't terrify me! 

Widow. To be ſure, it muſt be owned you are 
a ſhocking old rogue, Mr. Silky! But there is no 
doing without you—So make haſte with your 
deeds and your extortions ; for really we ſhould be 
very glad to be rid of your company— 

Silky. Well, well, Im ready—Pl not long in- 
rerrupt your amorous haſte, I am a man of _ 

neſs 
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neſs! I expected how it would be, and have a 
legal inſtrument here, ready drawn up by my 


own hand; which, when it is ſigned and ſealed, 
will make "all lafe ! 


Widow. But where is the will? 

Silky. Oh I have it—Firſt however let us be 
ſecure. | Locks both the chamber doors: is going to 
read, but looks round, fees the cloſet doors, and with 
great anxiety and cunning locks them boo. 

Goldfinch. You're an old trader in fin ! There's 
no being too deep for you | 


Silky. Ah, ha, ha, ha! Do you think fo, Mr, 
Goldfinch ? | 


Goldfinch. But I ſhould like to ſee you on your 


death-bed ! A blow from one of the cloſets. 
Silly. Bleſs my ſoul !—Whar's that? 


Goldſinch. Lodsch Odd enough !—I believe 
he's coming tor you before your time! 

Widow. It was very (trange ! 

Silky. 1 declare I am all of a tremble! 


Widow. Come, come, let us get the ſhocking 
buſineſs over - Where is the will? 


Goldfinch. Don't ſhake fo, man | 
Silky. Well, well! — Firſt ſign the bond! | Widow 
and Goldfinch going to fign, another knock heard] 


Lord have mercy upon me ! 
Gelafnich. I ſmell ſulphur! 
Widow. Save me, Mr. Goldfinch! 
Silky. T he candles burn blue ! [ Pauſe. 


Gelafinch, Pſhaw !' Zounds, it's only ſome cat 
in che cloſet ! | 


Silky. I heard it in both the cloſets ! 
Goldfinch. Why then there are two cats !— 
Come! Ill gn — 


[ Vidow and Goldfinch fi in the bond, 
Silky. Where's the proce ? 
- Goldfinch, Here it is! [ Laying it on the table. 


Silky, 
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Silky. And here is the will, which, that all may 
be ſafe, we will immediately commit to the flames. 
[ 1s going to burn it at. the candle. Four ſucceſſive loud 
knocks are heard, one from each of the doors. Silky 
tarts, drops one candle, * overturns the otber. The 
ftage dark. } | 

Silky. Lord have meicy upon us ! 

Golafinch, My hair ſtands an end ! 

[ Violent knocking at both cloſets and at the doors. ij” 

Widow. Save me, Mr. Goldfinch ! Protect me! 
Ah [ Shrieks. 

[ Sulky and Milford burſt open the cloſets and ſeize 

on the bond and promiſe: then open the chamber 
doors, at one of which enter Jenny with lights, and of dg 
at the other Sophia, Harry Dornton, oo Mr, 
1 Dornton. | 
| Sophia. Dear, ma', what's the matter ? 
| Sulky. Where is the will? | Silky recovers bim. 
„ felf nd ſuatches it up] Give it me, you old 5 
14 | {coundrel! Give it me this inſtant, or II! throttle 

| | you! . [reſts it from him, 
| 


Milford. So, gentlemen ! You are a pretty 
pair of knaves ! | 

Sulky. And you area very worthy lady ! 

Widow. Don't talk to me, man! - Don't talk to 
me — ſhall never recover my ſenſes again! 

Harry. What has happened, gentlemen ? How 
came = thus all locked up together ? 

Dornton. Are you here, Mr. Silky ? 5 

Sulky. Yes! There's the honeſt, grateful, friend- _ 
ly Mn. Silky! Who would betray his friends, 
plunder the living, and defraud the dead, for the 
eale of his conſcience, and to lad for his 
family! | 

Goldfinch. Old one! You're done u 
_ Sulky. And here is the girliſh ald « coquette, 
who would rob her daughter and leave i 145 

and's 
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band's ſon to rot in a dungeon, that ſhe might 


marry the firſt fool ſhe could find ! 

Goldfinch. Widow | You are diſhed ! | Sulky exa- 
mines the will] Loſt your laſt chance 

Dornton. A broken gameſter, nurtured in 1dle- 
neſs, ignorance, and difiipation, whoſe ridings, 
racings, and drivings are over, and whole whole 
train of horſes, dogs, curricles, phaetons, and 
-fooleries muſt come to the hammer immediately, 
15 no great loſs. 

Sophia. Oh, la! And what is coming to the 
hammer? 

Dornton. Oh, the hammer is an inſtrument 
* by which Folly is publicly knocked down to the 
* beſt bidder; after which ſhe riſes, gambols, 
* whiſks away, makes a ſhort flying tour, and 
« gallops back to be publicly knocked down 
e again. 


Sophia. Dear !—Poor Mr. Gold finch!“ 


Dornton. J knew your father, fir : tis happy for 


him that he is dead! If you will forſake theſe 

courſes and apply to trade 

Goldfinch. Damn trade! Who's for the ſpring 
meeting? Croſs em and wind 'em! Seven to five 

you don't name the winner ! I'm for life and a 


curricle ! A cut at the caſter, and the long odds! 


Damn trade ! The four aces, a back hand, and a 
lucky nick! I'm a deep one ! That's your fort ! 
| 5 Exit. 

Sully. And now, madam— 

Vidot. Keep off, monſter! You ſmell of ma- 
lice, cruelty, and perſecution |! 
Sully. No, madam: I ſmell of honeſty! A 
drug you nauſeate, but with which you muſt 


forcibly be doſed I have glanced over the will, 


and find I have the power.. | 
Widow, Let me go, goblin — Vou are a hi- 
N — | 898 
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deous perſon, and I hate the fight of you! Your 
breaſt is flint Flint! Unfeeling Gorgon, and 
I abominate you! [ Exit into an inner chamber. 

Sephia. Nah, you are a kind, good, croſs old 
ſoul ; and Iam ſure you will forgive my poor ma'! 
We ought all to forget and forgive! Ought not 
we, Mr. Dornton ? | | 

Harry {| With rapture, and looking to bis father] 
Do you hear her, fir ? 

Dornton. Harry has told me of your innocent, 
pure, and unſuſpecting heart love you for hav- 
ing called me an ugly monſter ! | 

Sephia. [To Harry] La, Mfr. Dornton, how 
could you— ! 

Sulky. Harry Give me your hand—You have 
a generous and a noble nature! But your generoſity 
would have proved more pernicious than even your 
diſſipation. No misfortunes, no not the beggary 
and ruin of a father, could juſtify ſo unprincipled 
a marriage! 8 7 : 

Dornion. And now [To Mr. Sulky] my friend 

Milford. My father ! 

Harry, My—! [xt Bt 

Sulky. Whoo ! If you wiſh to get another word 
from me to-night, have done. [Turning to Silky] 
J hate fawning! ! 3 Way 

Silky. Ah, Mr. Sulky, you will have your hu- 
mour. 511 obs 6: 01] 
Sulky. The undiſcriminating generoſity of this 
young man ſupported you in your day of diſtreſs ; 
for which, ſerpent- like, you turned to ſting your 

reſerver. 2 5 

Silky. Ah, you will haye your humour, | 

Sully. Yes; and it is my humour to ſee that 
your villany (hall be expoſed in its true colours. 
Hypocriſy, falſehgod, and fraud, are your familiars. 
To fcreen your avarice, you made it. believed that 

"bs this 
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this gentleman had been the cauſe of lodging the 
detainders, and had done the dirty work of which 
even you were aſhamed. But the creditors ſhall 
receive their full demand. 

Dornton. The propoſal is juſt. Liſten to that 
worthy man; and if you can, be honeſt with a 
good grace. Every thing will then be readily ad- 
juſted, and I hope to the ſatisfaction of all parties. 

[ Exeunt oxnes, 


E I 
Spoken by Mrs. Mar rocks. 


MW ſcenic faults and follies laid aſide, 
No widow now, nor diſappointed bride, 
My own plain ſelf I once again reſume 
Sent by the author here, to know his doom. 
Would you condemn him? Do, with all my heart. 
To own the truth, I don't half like my part : 

Through five long acts the butt of balicule, 
A — unfeeling heart, a flirt, a fool, 
My daughter's tyrant and my lover's tool, 
I hoped the bitter pill he'd overcome, 
By making up an epilogue fugar-plum. 
But no !|—Madam, ſaid he, take my advice, 

And conquer feelirigs which are muck too nice : 
Fear not to hold the mirror up to vice. | 
We, who paint human characters, muſt ſhew them 
Such as they are; or nobody would know them. 
Hut, fir, the ſex ! A woman |—Very true: 
Im ſorry ſo many ſat for me, while I drew. 
—Sure! Really, fir—! Nay, don't be angry, madam : 
Both ate the apple, Eve as well as Adam. 
And, while through thick and thin the paſſions goad, 
Nor Eve nor Adam ſtay to pick their road. 

| And, 
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And, as for epilogue, Ft not deſcend * "400% 
Bad play of worſe buffoonery to mend. 1 
——Mitter, {aid I, you are too wiſe by half; 1 * 
Folks don't come here to learn, they come to laugh: 1 | 
And, if they chooſe like Hottentots their meat, wo 
Yau muſt provide them what they pleate to eat. 
Lord, fir! The beauties of proportion never pleaſe 
Sach as delight in frippery and frieze ! 
Do we not fee, by man of travell'd taſte 7 
In open hall on riſing pillar plac'd, f * 
Griffon, nor Sphinx th inſulted eye before | 

While Plato's buſt ſtands hid behind the door? 

But good advice I find is 'thrown a-πwy rk 
Les, good advice is like a rainy day; | 
Which, - though it make our barns and rollers fol, 

Is often ä and abways dull. 

Our common cauſe, then, let us fairly truſt 3 

With thoſe who ark to ſenſe and nature g 

To tbe audience. Jes 

ic The richeſt foil, and moſt yiprate . 
ee Will here and there inſeſted be with weed: . 3 


The gaudy po by rears its broad bull heat * 
Among the wheat, ſommif'rous dews to ſhed? 
Bi © Then, There ſoe ex ee kern, or or tate: Fe 
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